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Justin  Rehaume 

St.  Ignatius  Middle  School 
St.  Ignatius  -  Grade  7 

River  Rapids 

Running  through  the  canyon 
Like  an  Olympic  Athlete 
It  crashes  like  thunder 
Against  the  rock  walls 
Jumping  over  the  rocks 
Like  a  hurdler 
Eroding  the  bank 
Like  a  bulldozer 
Twisting  and  turning 
Like  a  figure  skater 
Trying  to  get  that  perfect  ten 
Working  day  and  night 
Trying  desperately 
To  get  to  the  end 
But  the  melted  snow 

Keeps  coming  and  coming  ,„  */r'f*&<~ 
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Emily  Lammers 

Morning  Star  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  5 

Snow 

Snow  sprinkling  gently,  softly, 
To  the  barren,  scruffy  terrain. 
The  puffy  flakes  seem  to  float 
As  they  free-wheel  around  in  the  air. 

They  look  like  fluffy,  white  pieces  of  popcorn 
Tumbling  into  a  gigantic  bowl. 
The  descent  of  falling  snow  is  serene. 
It  makes  no  sound  at  all, 
Unlike  rain  that  hammers  down. 

When  the  sky  is  emptied  of  snow 

The  sun  will  come  out 

And  melt  all  the  popcorn  in  the  bowl, 

And  all  that  will  be  left 

Will  be  scraps  of  salt. 


Emily  Emmons 

Clancy  School 
Clancy  •  Grade  3 

Snowflakes 

Flakes  glide. 
Angels  fly  through  the  sky. 

Diamonds  soar  silently. 
Melting  stars  turn  to  water, 
icy  crystals  and  beautiful  flowers 
Freeze. 
White  frozen  snow 
soars  in  the  woods, 

valleys  and  in 
my  own  back  yard. 
Snow  is  lovely 
when  it  shines  in  the  morning  sunrise. 
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Jeff  Medsker 

East  Middle  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  7 

Time 

Time  is  like  a  greasy  hot  dog 
They're  both  hard  to  hold. 
But  once  you  get  a  grip,  you 
can  do  what  you  want. 


Robin  Ballard 

Helena  High  School 
Helena -Grade  10 


Isaac  Ruggles 

C.R.  Anderson  Middle  School 
Helena  -  Grade  8 


Time 


I  am  time. 

Dare  to  turn  down  my  road; 

don't  plan  on  turning  back 

For  I  am  a  one  way  street  which  never  ends. 

I  eat  your  life  away  at  every  passing  minute. 

I  keep  counting  down  the  seconds 

until  you  die. 

But  I  will  not  stop  there, 

I  will  continue  for  eternity 

Until  every  last  soul  is  gone  from  the  universe. 

But  I  will  not  stop 

For  I  am  time. 


Naomi  Zaspel 
Heritage  Christian  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  5 


Time 

In  a  place  where  time  goes  as  slowly  as  a 
snail,  a  place  where  time  is  every  thing...  A  nurse  calls 
out,  "Next!"  Waiting,  trying  to  tell  what  will  happen. 
Our  imaginations 

Run  wild  with 
Possibilities.  Time 
Is  a  Lion,  Hungry, 
And  waiting  for 
Food,  as  we  are 
Waiting  for  the 
Answer.  A  man, 
Hobbling  for 
Balance,  comes 
Down  the  Hall. 
I  look  at  him 
And  wince,  look 
Away,  with  tears 
In  my  eyes.  What 
Will  happen?  It 
Is  like  waiting 
For  a  horse  you 
Have  waited  years 
For  and  are  still 
Waiting.  Time,  Choosing 
Between  life  and 
Death. 
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Barb  Bradford 

Flathead  High  School 
Kalispell-  Grade  11 


C.  Charles  Wells 

Flathead  High  School 
Kalispell  -Grade  12 

Slick  Bic  Flicks  a  Bic... Slickly 

Bic.  Slick  Bic.  That's  my  handle,  that's  what  they  call  me. 
It's  not  my  name,  but  then,  this  isn't  my  story.  It  belongs  to  the 
dame  that  stole  my  heart  and  impaled  it  with  her  stiletto  heel. 
But  I'm  going  too  far  ahead.  I  gotta  start  at  the  start  since  that's 
where  everything  starts. ..most  of  the  time. 

The  sun  was  hot  that  day,  the  sun's  always  hot  on  those 
kind  of  days.  I  had  a  hangover.  My  head  was  a  rag-doll  crushed 
in  the  jaws  of  a  vicious  child's  suitcase,  thrown  and  smashed 
around  by  gorilla  airport  staffers,  flown  through  monstrous 
turbulence  over  Chicago,  and  spit  out  on  a  conveyer  belt, 
stinking  of  booze  and  reeking  of  failure.  I  needed  a  drink,  but 
the  bottle  in  my  desk  next  to  my  .45  was  empty.  So  was  my  life. 

That's  when  I  saw  her.  Her  shadow  painted  a  black 
landscape  on  the  frosted  glass  of  my  office  door.  The  door 
opened  but  her  shadow  stayed  there.  Strange.  I'd  have  to  check 
it  out  later.  Her  heels  clicked  on  the  floor  as  she  came  in. 
Everything  about  her  moved  when  she  walked.  Her  hips 
swayed.  They  were  twin  ocean  liners  on  a  stormy  sea.  Her 
calves  moved  with  a  fluid  ease,  like  motor  oil  greasing  the 
pistons  of  my  heart.  She  had  legs  that  seemed  to  stretch  out 
through  the  doorway  and  on  down  the  block  past  Bennie's 
Diner  to  the  Five-And-Dime  on  the  corner.  When  she  sat  down 
in  the  chair  on  the  other  side  of  my  desk  and  crossed  them,  I 
thought  I  could  see  all  the  way  to  the  newsstand  on  East  42nd 
Street. 

She  didn't  say  anything  but  reached  into  her  pocket  and 
pulled  out  a  cigarette.  Her  hand  moved  to  her  pouty  lips  with  a 
grace  practiced  to  catch  someone's  eye.  It  caught  mine  like  a 
steel  bear  trap.  Unfortunately,  it  was  painful,  so  I  opened  the 
trap  with  my  hands  and  retrieved  my  eye. 


"Excuse  me."  1  said  as  1  wiped  it  off  on  the  tail  of  my  shirt. 
Finished.  I  put  it  back  in  its  socket. 

Then  I  pulled  out  my  Bic.slickly.  Thai's  how  I  got  my 
nickname.  I've  always  been  slick  with  a  Bic.  I  flicked  the  tip. 
pushing  it  toward  her  cigarette.  The  flame  leapt  up  and  singed 
her  eyebrows.  Her  nose  caught  on  fire,  an  untold  danger  of 
cosmetic  surgery.  She  put  it  out  quickly  but  the  unmistakable 
odor  of  burning  plastic  filled  the  room  and  assailed  my  nostrils. 

The  incident  didn't  faze  her  though.  It  must  happen  to  her 
often  because  she  was  obviously  a  product  of  many  hours  under 
the  scalpel.  She  spoke.  Her  voice  was  a  machine  gun.  but  I  had 
on  my  bullet-proof  vest.  It  protected  me  from  the  assault. 

"My  father  was  murdered  yesterday."  She  was  blunt  and  to 
the  point,  but  then,  so  was  I.  She  was  my  kind  of  dame.  "I  need 
your  help."  The  rounds  were  bouncing  off  the  walls  and  my 
office  was  starting  to  resemble  a  piece  of  Swiss  Cheese.  There 
was  thick  smoke  swimming  around  her  face. 

I  asked  her  to  unload  the  weapon  and  she  complied. 

"The  facts  ma'am.  Just  the  facts."  1  said,  "and  don't  leave 
out  any  details.  Facts  without  details  are  like  hot  dogs  without 
the  hooves  and  snouts."  I  didn't  know  where  that  food  analogy 
came  from,  but  I  was  determined  to  find  the  culprit.  It  was  a 
crime  of  bad  taste.  The  hot  dogs.  I  mean.  I  had  a  mystery  to 
solve  and  it  required  immediate  action.  My  hat  was  on  the  stand, 
so  I  grabbed  it  and  pulled  it  down  over  my  eyes.  * 

First.  I  checked  with  my  brain.  It  was  still  on  fire  from  the 
hangover  so  I  left  it  to  go  back  into  its  comatose  state.  Then  I 
tried  to  talk  to  my  liver.  It  was  soaked  with  alcohol  and  not  very 
coherent. 

"Bichh."  it  slurred,  "drabble  thinkah  druunk  ath  you  am  I 
thinchh."  I  could  tell  I  wasn't  going  to  gel  any  more  out  of  it 
since  it  passed  oul  shortly  after  delivering  this  little  tidbit.  That 
worried  me  a  bit.  Having  my  liver  pass  out.  I  mean.  I  made  a 
note  with  my  spleen  to  keep  an  eye  on  it.  But  that  didn't  make 
sense,  spleens  don't  have  eyes.  No  matter.  I  had  to  mov  e  on.  The 
fumes  my  liver  was  giving  off  were  making  me  lightheaded  and 
it  was  already  bright  enough  in  the  office. 

My  stomach  was  my  next  stop  anil  the  answer  to  my 
question.  I  was  hungry.  The  mystery  was  solved.  As  for  the 
dame.. .well  after  dinner  she  pulled  out  her  magic  clay  w  histle 
and  blew  my  heart  away.  It  landed  in  the  corner.  Turns  out  she 
was  a  sucker  lor  Slick  Bic.  They've  always  fallen  for  me.  Some 
from  as  high  as  ten  stories.  But  that's  another  matter.  I've  always 
had  a  soft  spot  in  my  heart  for  dames,  loo.  and  this  was  no 
exception. 

I  wasn't  able  to  help  her  though.  She  needed  a  detective  that 
had  answers.  The  only  answers  I  had  went  by  the  names  Jack 
Daniels  and  Smith  and  Wesson.  They  weren't  what  she  was 
looking  for.  She  got  up,  walked  away,  pausing  only  to  stab  my 
heart  with  her  heel,  and  slammed  the  door  with  my  name 
engraved  on  il  above  the  black  landscape  of  her  shadow.  Slick 
Bic.  Well,"as  I  said  before,  that's  not  my  real  name,  but  (hen  this 
isn't  my  story. 
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Jayde  James 
Eureka  Elementary 
Eureka  -  Grade  7 

Big  Red 

A  giant  fireball  flares  in  the  darkness 
Ghostly  Gums  glow  with  luminescent  light 

Snakes  slither 
Dingos  howl 
Kangaroos  hurdle 

Momentous  sounds  of  the  didgeridoo 

Uluru 
The  Centre 
Ayers  Rock 


Brian  Steele 
Fairview  Elementary 
Fairview  -  Grade  4 


Loren  Richardson 

Target  Range  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  8 

Egypt's  Irony 

In  Egypt  you 

still  hear  the  voice  of  the  emperor  whistling 
in  the  wind. 

Sand  storms  carry  sounds  of  attacking  men. 

The  deserted  desert  holds  remains  of  a  city 
of  power. 

Sand  and  water  erode  monuments  back  to  dust  each 
hour. 


Nothing  is  left  but  tombs  of  pharaohs. 
Gods  and  goddesses  watch  for  tomorrow. 


Josh  Brown 

Edna  Thomas  School 
Corvallis  -  Grade  8 
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Wynne  Renz 
Lewis  and  Clark  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  5 

Poor  Ms.  Pigglewee 

Once  upon  a  web  there  was  a  little  town  called  Spiderlove,  where  no  shoe  or  broom  was  allowed. 
And  in  this  town  there  lived  a  spider  named  Ms.  Pigglewee,  but  everyone  called  her  "The  Widow." 

Ms.  Pigglewee  lived  all  alone  because  all  her  five  billion  grew  up  and  left  to  make  their  own  webs. 
Her  husband,  well,  he  had  a  little  sink  accident.  Ms.  Pigglewee  got  so  very  sad  and  lonely  that  she 
decided  to  move  away.  So  she  packed  up  her  two  thousand  black  dresses  and  her  web  and  moved  all 
the  way  over  to  my  garage. 

That  night  I  went  outside  to  get  ma's  old  frying  pans  when  I  saw  her.  I  know  she  saw  me  too  by 
the  look  in  her  eyes. 

All  I  remember  was  the  pain  and  then  the  revolting  smell  of  the  emergency  room.  I  look  better 
now  but  I  don't  think  Ms.  Pigglewee  ever  will. 


Shana  Davis 
RE.  Miley  School 
Big  Sandy  -  Grade  4 

March  Breeze 

Once  upon  a  March  breeze, 

I  came  across  a  grove  of  trees 

I  walked  about  the  trees  around 

When  all  of  a  sudden  I  heard  a  sound 

I  stopped  to  look  and  what  did  I  see, 

But  four  little  bunnies  dancing  around  the  tree 

They  looked  so  cute  they  looked  so  sweet 
Next  thing  I  knew  I  was  moving  my  feet. 
We  danced  and  hopped  till  the  sun  was  low. 
And  I  knew  it  was  time  for  me  to  go 
So  I  waved  farewell  to  my  new  little  friends 
For  I  knew  my  play  time  had  come  to  an  end. 


"Santa" 

Richie  McEwen 
Kennedy  Elementary 
Butte  •  Grade  1 
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Shannon  Beddow 

Will  James  Middle  School 
Billings  -  Grade  7 

Stand  Tall 

I  Dream  as  I  lie  at  night 
Even  if  I've  lost  my  way 
And  forgot  how  to  seek  the  happiness  I  desire 
I'll  keep  on  dreaming 
But  without  you  as  my  friend 
I  would  not  be  able  to  find 
The  strength  you  have  given  me 
To  stand  tall 
To  be  counted 
And  to  be  heard 
But  because  of  the  strength 
You've  blessed  upon  me 
I  can 
Stand  tall 
Let  my  voice  by  heard 
And  not  be  afraid 
To  be  counted  as  an  individual 
Because  I  know  I  don't  need  to  be 
Like  everyone  else 
Because  you  love  me 
For  me 
And  that  alone 
Can  give  me  the  courage 
I  will  need  to  take  on 
Any  obstacle 
And  I  will  always 
Stand  tall 
Be  heard 
And  be  counted. 
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Megan  Wiatr 

Eagle  Cliffs  Elementary 
Billings  -  Grade  5 

The  Man  of  Different  Degrees 

The  man  of  different  degrees 
Has  very  many  looks 
Some  thought  he  looked  like  characters 
In  the  middle  of  storybooks. 

Sammy  thought  his  eyes  were  brown, 
He  thinks  his  hair  could  rot. 
Suzy  thought  his  eyes  are  blue, 
There's  something  else  that  she  forgot. 

Molly  doesn't  like  him, 
She  thinks  he's  just  plain  mean, 
He  pulled  a  plant  out  of  the  ground 
'Cause  he  doesn't  like  the  color  green. 

Toby  thinks  he's  tough 
With  muscles  everywhere 
He  thinks  he  can  pound  a  bully, 
And  jump  up  high  into  the  air. 

But  he's  just  another  kid, 

As  plain  as  you  can  see. 

They  think  he's  tough,  and  mean,  and  rough, 

But  he's  just  like  you  and  me. 

So  no  matter  what  you  see,  or  she  saw,  or  he  sees, 
You'll  always  have  a  new  look  at  the  man  of 
different  degrees. 


"Self  Porlrair 
Angelo  Moreno 
Whitlier  Elementary 
Butte  ■  Grade  5 


1995  Signatures  from  Big  Sky  •  Volume  5  •  Page  8 


Piper  Castor 

St.  Ignatius  Middle  School 
St.  Ignatius  •  Grade  7 

Who  Am  I 

I'm  the  one 
in  my  mom's  shadow 
I'm  the  great-granddaughter 
who  invented  all  types  of  price  tags 

I'm  the  youngest 
in  the  old  family 
I'm  as  tall  as 
my  old  mom. 
20  years  ago 
my  grandmother 
made  a  sculpture 
of  my  mom 
that  looks  like  me. 

My  history  has  died 
in  a  way  nobody 
can  believe. 
My  parents  and  I 
have  carried  on 
their  memories, 
and  it  will  go 
on  and  on 
with  me. 


Susan  Huseby 
Redwater  School 
Circle  -  Grade  8 

Around  the  fire, 
Stories  told, 
Lives  began, 
Radiating  warmth, 
Heat  of  the  flame, 
Warmth — 

Around  the  fire, 
Old  men  grow, 
Young  men  live — 
And  women  begin. 

Around  the  fire, 
Dances  start, 
Running  stops, 

Around  the  fire, 
Children  laugh  and  play 
Lives  end, 
Yet  people  are  still- 
Around  the  fire. 


Gilbert  Wolfe 

St.  Labre 

Ashland  •  Grade  1 1 
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Zach  Ragbourn 

Big  Sky  High  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  1 1 

Close  Encounter  of  the 
Nth  Kind 

Many  occurrences  of  eight  years  ago 
have  been  lost  in  the  jungle  of  memories 
that  infests  my  mind.  One,  however,  I  can 
remember  with  alarming  clarity. 

June  of  1987:  a  typical  Missoula 
summer  day;  humidity  seemed  close  to 
zero,  temperature  approaching  eighty-five. 
The  near  complete  lack  of  atmospheric 
moisture  made  the  heat  unbearable. 

I,  like  other  nine-year-olds,  lived 
outside.  My  friend,  (who  was  two  years  my 
junior)  Ian  Lowell  and  I  spent  much  of  our 
summer  finding  new  ways  to  amuse 
ourselves.  His  house  stood  at  the  top  of  a 
hill,  to  one  side  was  a  road,  to  the  other 
was  a  pasture,  beyond  that:  the  Bitterroot 
River.  Ian  and  I  frequented  its  banks,  our 
battered  Nikes  slipping  on  the  sun- 
bleached  rocks.  The  smell  of  the  river  soon 
became  just  another  article  of  clothing. 

Early  one  morning,  Ian  called  and 
eagerly  instructed  me  to  come  over  to  his 
house. 

"Why?"  I  croaked,  taking  a  quick 
inventory  of  my  working  limbs. 

"Just  hurry!  Ian  blurted,  and 
hung  up  noisily. 

I  crawled  back  up  to  my  room,  pulled 
on  my  Levi's,  a  not-too-smelly  pair  of 
socks,  and  hauled  a  shirt  over  my  head.  I 
crawled  downstairs,  out  the  door,  and 
started  for  Ian's  house  at  an  easy  jog. 

I  showed  myself  in,  and  ascended  the 
stairs  to  Ian's  room.  As  usual,  the  smell  of 
formaldehyde  wafted  from  his  room  and 
down  the  hall.  Ian  appeared  at  his  door, 
hair  in  its  state  of  perpetual  crisis,  and 
wearing  his  favorite  slept-in  sweatpants 
and  T-shirt.  He  stepped  quickly  out  of  his 
room,  and  closed  his  door  again.  I  had 
never  seen  the  actual  interior  of  Ian's  room, 
but  from  the  glimpses  I  have  caught  over 
the  years,  I  knew  he  had  black  wallpaper, 
several  jars  on  his  windowsill.  He  owned 
no  books,  toys  or  other  things  associated 
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with  his  youthfulness.  It  must  have  been  a 
stark  place  to  spend  a  childhood.  I  greeted 
him  cheerfully,  and  hinted  that  I  would 
very  much  like  to  have  a  seat  on  the  couch. 
Unfortunately,  Ian  had  other  ideas. 

"By  the  river!"  He  started  off  at  a 
pace  that  would  have  made  Carl  Lewis,  had 
he  been  present,  jealous.  I  followed  him 
down  the  hill,  through  fences  and  over 
gates.  As  soon  as  we  neared  the  river,  a 
sense  of  urgency  descended  on  us.  We 
slowed  our  pace,  and  proceeded  cautiously. 

We  dropped  down  into  a  dried-up 
creek  bed,  and  for  some  reason, 
instinctively  kept  our  heads  low.  We  moved 
slowly  through 
the  trees.  In  my 
child's  mind,  I 
envisioned  us 
stalking 
Commies  in 
some 
obscure 
jungle,  but 
after 
several 
steps,  I 
could 


Mitch  Sims 
Lockwood  School 
Billings  ■  Grade  4 

tell  that  this  was  no  game  to  Ian.  As  we 
came  to  the  river,  Ian  guided  me  along  the 
bank,  until  we  could  see  a  pile  of  freshly 
moved  rocks. 

Ian  grabbed  my  sleeve  and  pulled  me 
into  a  copse  of  trees.  We  knelt  in  the  sand. 
He  spoke  to  me  in  a  low  voice,  the  urgency 
now  more  present  than  ever. 

"I  went  out  this  morning  with  my 
pellet  gun,"  he  paused,  took  a  deep  breath, 
and  continued,  "I  saw  a  bird— I  thought  it 
was  a  magpie— and  I  took  a  shot  at  it."  Ian 
glanced  up  furtively  and  scanned  the 
horizon.  "But  when  I  walked  over  to  it,  I 
knew..."  he  leaned  closer,  drawing  me  into 
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his  confidence,  "that  it  wasn't  a  bird  at  all. 
It  was  shiny  metal,  and  it  hummed  when  I 
came  close  to  it." 

I  looked  at  Ian  very  intently.  I 
couldn't  see  any  bumps  or  bruises  on  his 
head.  Granted,  Ian  was  weird,  but  to  claim 
he'd  been  contacted  by  aliens?  I  continued 
looking  for  abrasions.  Ian  must  have  seen 
that  I  was  scrutinizing  his  cranium,  and  he 
looked  betrayed.  "You  don't  believe  me."  It 
was  not  a  question.  "Fine."  He  stood  up, 
walked  over  to  the  pile  of  rocks,  and  with 
great  ceremony,  stepped  over  them.  I 
followed  suit,  brushing  the  moist  sand  from 
my  knees,  hurrying  after  him. 

There,  lying  dead  on  the  bleached  and 
scummy  rocks,  was  the  mangled  body  of  a 
magpie.  The  rocks  and  driftwood  were 
built  up  in  a  sort  of  shrine,  and  Ian  was 
standing  in  the  only  patch  of  sand.  It 
seemed  that  he  was  afraid  to  tread  on  the 
rocks.  He  spent  what  seemed  like  years 
staring  at  that  dead  bird.  At  length,  he 
looked  up  at  me  and  said,  slowly,  "They're 
dead.  They  must  not  be  able  to  breathe  our 
air."  Don't  quote  me  on  this,  but  I  could 
swear  I  saw  a  tear  in  his  eye. 

We  left  the  beach  several  minutes 
later  and  made  the  long  walk  back  in 
silence.  We  didn't  even  look  at  each  other. 
When  we  reached  his  house,  I  just  kept  on 
walking.  Ian  didn't  say  a  word.  At  the  top 
of  his  driveway,  by  the  mailbox,  I  looked 
back  at  the  house,  picked  out  Ian's 
bedroom,  and  saw  him  standing  with  his 
back  to  the  window,  not  moving.  His 
orange  T-shirt  stood  out  sharply  against  the 
darkness  of  his  room.  His  lights  went  out, 
and  I  could  no  longer  see  him.  I  turned  and 
walked  away.  I  could  feel  the  events  of  the 
morning  being  sifted  through  my  brain, 
searching  for  something  related,  something 
they  could  connect  to.  There  was  nothing. 

I  cannot  honestly  say  that  Ian  was  the 
same  that  summer.  I  never  looked  at  him  as 
just  a  friend  anymore,  I  thought  of  him  as  a 
little,  confused  boy,  with  a  few  problems  to 
work  out.  Ian  moved  to  Idaho  the  following 
summer,  and  my  new  neighbor,  Aaron, 
hasn't  yet  found  the  shallow  grave  by  the 
river.  Most  importantly,  he  has  never 
shown  me  the  wreckage  of  a  UFO. 


Ruth  Austin 

Bozeman  High  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  1 1 

Ripples  in  Time 

Like  flowers,  people  form  from  seeds, 
seeds  of  being. 
Growing, 
Maturing, 
Changing, 
Becoming  Radiant, 
And  then  fading, 
Petals  falling. 
They  wither  and  die. 
But  life  is  born  again,  and  like  flowers,  memories  can  be  dried  and  saved. 
Memories  make  people  live  on. 

Old  is  not  hideous  or  fearful. 
Old  is  winter,  covered  in  snow,  resting  until  spring. 
Old  is  Victorian  houses,  covered  in  roses,  and  filled  with  happy  memories. 
Old  is  the  calm  before  the  storm  that  thunders,  and  takes  life. 
Old  is  an  angel,  knocking  on  the  door  to  lift  the  soul  away. 

Age  is  the  gaining  of  knowledge. 
Age  is  discovery,  like  children  finding  a  reflection  in  a  crystal  pool, 
learning  about  life. 
Life  is  cycles,  the  young  grow,  age  and  become  young  again. 
Living  is  cycles, 
Birth,  Life  and  Dying. 
Mighty  circles, 
ripples  in  the  pools  of  time. 
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Annie  Johnson 

C.  R.  Anderson  Middle  School 
Helena  ■  Grade  8 


The  Fury  of  the  Heavens 

The  sun  scorched  earth 
Glows  with  heat  and  fire. 
Cacti  resist  the  temptation  to  perspire 
So  they  have  a  refreshment  for  later. 
Vultures  circle  and  stalk 
Their  prey  with  radar  eyes. 
Heat  waves  fill  the  desert 
Burning  those  who  dare  to  enter. 


Mike  Fort  in 
Colstrip  High  School 
Colstrip- Grade  10 
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Abby  Swanson 

Quentin  Brown  Primary  School 
Corvallis  ■  Grade  3 

Shepherd's  Calendar 

The  elk  bound  through  the  dense 
green  forest  when  the  dry  leaves  fall 
and  crackle  beneath  their  hooves. 
The  thick  white  fog  makes  me  feel 
like  whispering. 

The  silver  sparkling  frost  covers  the 
grass  and  makes  patterns  on  the 
window. 
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'Tigers" 
Jeff  Linstead 

Flathead  High  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  12 


Lacy  Gillespie 

Sunburst  Elementary 
Sunburst  ■  Grade  4 

Clouds 

As  clouds  pass, 
Fluffy  and  white, 

It  seems  they  could  be  morning  delight. 
But,  they  are  just  the  pretend  animals 
That  make  the  day  bright! 


Rachel  Wulf 

C.R.  Anderson  Middle  School 
Helena  -  Grade  7 

Shooting  Stars 

Shooting  stars, 

a  wonderful  sight, 

Shooting  stars, 

look  so  beautiful  and  bright. 

Shooting  stars, 

with  a  gorgeous  tail, 

Shooting  stars, 

leaving  a  marvelous  tail. 

Shooting  stars, 

speeding  through  space. 

Shooting  stars, 

heading  through  a  sky  of  starry  lace. 

Shooting  stars 

put  a  smile  upon  my  face. 
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Randi  Roedeske 
Rau  School 
Sidney  •  Grade  3 

Wind 

Do  you  like  to  blow 
things  round  and  round? 
Do  you  like  to  blow 
things  all  over  the  ground? 
Do  you  like  to  rattle  tree 
leaves?  Do  you  like  to  shake 
them  free? 


Brandon  Rivinius 
Lockwood  School 
Billings  -  Grade  5 


Cameron  Jappe 

Big  Sandy  High  School 
Big  Sandy  -  Grade  12 

The  Town 
Where  I  Live 


Big  Sandy 
How  deceiving! 

A  dwelling  neither  big,  nor  sandy 

The  town  where  I  live. 

A  place  small  and  dry, 

Where  everyone  knows  everyone. 

An  advantage  of  sorts; 

Big  Sandy 

Periodically,  privacy  is  purloined; 

Anonymity,  how  I  long  for  you! 

Nay,  nay,  shelter  is  comfort; 

but  I  plan  to  see  the  world. 

What  is  out  there? 

I  know  not  of  the  future. 

To  realize  my  dream,  I  must  say  goodbye  to 

The  town  where  I  live. 


Brittany  Knickerbocker 
Devlin  School 
Havre  -  Grade  5 

Hail 

When  the  sky  turns  blue-gray  it  means  it  will  hail. 
It  gets  icy-cold  like  a  package  of  frozen  strawberries. 
The  wind  blows  like  a  billion  birds  flapping  their 
wings  at  the  same  time. 
Then  all  of  a  sudden  you  can  hear  ping..ping...ping... 

ping...ping... 

You  see  little  white  icy  balls  coming  from  the  sky. 
Then  the  hail  stops  and  it  begins  to  rain. 
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Jessica  Dechart 

Eureka  Elementary 
Eureka  -  Grade  8 

Summer 

It  was  all  about  friends, 

When  the  days  had  no  ends, 

We  would  run  and  swim 

Till  the  light  would  grow  dim, 

Our  plans  could  change  on  a  whim, 

We  would  ride  bikes  and  winged  horses, 

All  in  our  imagination. 

We  were  friends  with  anticipation. 

We  were  kids. 


Anita  Chan 

Simms  High  School 
Simms  -  Grade  12 
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Chris  Kleppen 

Monlorlon  School 
Bozeman  ■  Grade  6 

What  If 

What  if  What  if  the  thoughts  rolled 
through  my  head.  What  if  What  if 
as  I  lay  in  bed. 
What  if  a  train  comes? 
What  if  I'm  chased  by  bums? 
What  if  my  fish  dies? 
What  if  my  sister  cries? 
What  if  I'm  chased  by  cops? 
What  if  I  break  a  mop? 
What  if  the  world  ends? 
What  if  I  die? 
What  if  my  shoes  are  too  tight? 
What  if  the  fish  don't  bite? 
As  the  What  if 's  roam  through  my  head, 
I  think,  I  think,  I  think  as  I  go  to  bed. 
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Beth  Haeussler 

Bozeman  High  School 
Bozeman- Grade  11 

1994 

Hunger  stricken 
Sheltered  only  by  the  overhang  of  a  crumbling  building 
No  place  to  go 
Nothing  to  do 

You  could  say  things  aren  7  going  well 

Gunshots  silence 
People  hide  in  fear 
Brother  against  brother 
Bloody  corpses  fill  the  street  as  their  screams  fill  the  air 

You  could  say  things  aren 't  going  well 

Schooling  slowly  becomes  oblivious 
A  young  woman  makes  a  careless  mistake  and  will  die  of 
the  90's  epidemic 
BANG! 

A  child  rids  himself  of  the  burdens  he  faces  each  day 
You  could  say  things  aren 't  going  well 


Meika  Ungricht 

CM.  Russell  High  School 
Great  Falls -Grade  12 


Bobbi  Finley 
St.  Ignatius  Middle  School 
St.  Ignatius  -  Grade  7 

The  Old  Apple  Tree 

Just  me  and  my  sister 
running  to  the  apple  tree 
climbing  to  the  top 
to  see  who  could  get  the  best  seat 
we  would  find  a  place  to  sit 
and  count  down  3  2  1 
blast  off 
off  to  the  moon  we  went 

we'd  get  to  the  moon 
and  climb  out  of  the  rocket 
and  were  chased  by  aliens 
we  would  run  to  the  rocket  and  climb 
and  take  off 
and  when  we  reached  earth 
it  would  be  time  for  dinner. 
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Ben  Void 

C.  S.  Porter  Middle  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  8 

Sneezing 

Here  I  sit  in  my  lazy-boy  chair 

I  feel  a  tickle  coming. 

I  don't  want  to  move  or  mess  up  my  hair 

But  there's  nothing  stopping  the  ACHOOUMING 

I  don't  want  to  move, 
I'm  too  tired  for  that. 
I  can't  reach  my  shoes 
Or  even  my  hat. 

I  just  want  to  lie  here 
But  it's  almost  too  late. 
I  feel  it  building  in  my  ear 
And  I  know  it  won't  be  great. 


Up,  up,  up  it  goes 

I'm  getting  very  nervous, 

What  if  it  blows  off  my  nose 

And  I  get  stuck  with  a  clean  up  service 

AAAAAACHOOOOOOOOOOO !!!!!!!!! 

Oh,  good  thing  that  is  over  with. 

I'm  sure  glad  to  see 

That  my  nose  isn't  just  a  myth 

But  something  that  still  belongs  to  me. 


Emily  Sidor 
Morningside  Elementary 
Great  Falls  ■  Grade  2 


1995  Signatures  from  Big  Sky  •  Volume  5  •  Page  20 


Suzanne  Focken 

Simms  High  School 
Simms- Grade  11 

Values  of  Grace 


Elegant  is  soft  perfume 

Breathless  against  filmy 

Curtains  floating  on  the  wind. 
Silk  and  lace  dresses  flowing  with  the 

Waltz  of  a  thousand  dances. 
Elegant  are  wine  glasses  in 

The  candlelight  upon  the  terrace 

Of  a  diamond  sky. 

Graceless  are  newborn  calves 

Faltering  upon  the  flat  ground 
Above  a  steep,  rough  cliffside. 

Paper  cups  wandering  aimlessly 

Through  the  dry,  brittle  leaves 
And  shattered  glass  in  a  drifting  fog 

Graceless  are  the  tattered  swings, 
Slapping  against  the  bars 
At  every  gust  of  wind. 


Vanessa  Siroky 
Fergus  High  School 
Lewistown  ■  Grade  10 


Anna  Bird 

Westside  Elementary  School 
Sidney  -  Grade  5 

Seashells 

A  seashell  is  like  a  pearl  on  a  warm  summer's  day. 
Reflecting  the  soft,  delicate  colors  of  a  rainbow. 
It  ripples  like  the  waves  of  an  ocean  on  a  cool,  breezy  day. 

This  shell  that  once  held  a  life  of  its  own 
Is  now  just  a  memory  of  a  fragile  ocean  creature. 


Susan  Jappe 

Big  Sandy  High  School 
Big  Sandy  ■  Grade  1 1 


The  Final  Days  of  Summer 


The  days  of  summer  are  endless 

In  which  the  earth  matures  with  the  season 

The  distant  object  above  blindly  shines 

As  it  touches  the  reddened  ground 

And  as  the  distant  wind  touches  our  never-forgotten  land. 

It  blows  the  acres  freely 

As  free  as  a  newborn 

But  these  acres  of  golden  wheat 

Were  burning  to  death 

From  the  warmth  of  the  intense  heat 

And  as  the  unwilling  crop  was  harvested 

The  shriek  of  the  kernels  grew 

Until  at  last  they  were  stripped 

From  the  life  they  once  knew 

In  the  final  days  of  summer. 


Tom  Vogel 

Kalispell  Jr.  High 
Kalispell  -  Grade  f 
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Winnie  Bessler 

North  Middle  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  8 


Heather  Watson 

Capital  High  School 
Helena  -  Grade  II 

The  Wind - 
No  Promises 

I  used  to  not  like 
the  sound  of  the  wind, 
nor  did  I  like  the  wind 
itself.  It  brought  bad 
things;  the  sound  of  a 
cry,  an  inhuman 
scream.  It  blew  the 
lonely  tumbleweed 
across  the  open  prairie 
with  no  destination,  no 
companionship  just 
alone  with  the 
merciless  wind. 

Now  I  realize  the 

same  western  wind  which  I  hated  comforts  me  and  I  cherish  it.  The  wind  brings  me  a 
loving  touch;  like  the  hand  against  my  cheek  of  one  who  loves  me.  It  runs  its  fingers 
through  my  hair,  it  touches  my  lips  with  rough  gentleness.  It  is  an  inhuman  lover,  it 
carries  away  my  screams  from  inside  me,  it  lets  me  run  loose  with  no  destination,  no 
human  companionship,  just  itself.  The  wind  lets  me  be  myself  and  be  alone  although 
not  totally  alone  to  think  and  heal  in  my  own  time.  The  wind  does  not  promise 
anything.  It's  just  a  true  friend  to  my  troubled  heart. 
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"The  Psychic" 
Darren  Suit 
Sidney  High  School 
Sidney -Grade  12 


Julia  Clark 

McLeod  School 
McLeod  •  Grade  5 

The  Mirror 


My  own  face 
Same  as  always 
Brown  hair 
Brown  eyes 
The  same 
Only  backwards 
And  in  the  wall 
Where 

A  mirror  once  stood. 


Sandra  Smith 
Shepherd  Middle  School 
Shepherd  -  Grade  8 

No  Answers 

So  many  questions. 
How?  Why?  When? 

Does  he  like  me? 

Will  I  be  popular? 
Will  I  pass? 

As  I  walk  down  the  halls,  I  wonder. 

So  many  people  put  on  fake  smiles, 
Acting  happy,  but  inside  hurt. 
Not  understanding  why. 
You  make  yourself  think  people  care. 

But  do  they  really? 

Life  goes  on  as  usual 
No  matter  how  you  hurt. 

Can  I  confide  in  her? 
Will  he  think  I'm  a  geek? 
All  you  want  is  to  let  it  out. 

After  you  think  you  made  it, 
Stepping  off  the  bus  into  the  fresh  air, 
You  step  into  your  warm  home... 
It's  not  long  until  you  find  out  the  truth. 

The  warmth  is  not  love! 

You  look  for  a  companion. 
No  one's  there  but  cold  people. 
You  feel  there  is  no  one  to  warm  you. 

You  can't  trust  anyone. 
Sitting,  thinking,  crying, 
You  realize  it  will  never  end. 

You  cry  out  in  the  air 
NO  ANSWERS. 
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Elizabeth  Smith 

Twin  Bridges  High  School 
Twin  Bridges  -  Grade  9 

  A  Quiet  Place   

A  picture-book  painting,  the  kind  found  in  fairy 
tales,  is  where  my  favorite  place  seems  to  come  from. 
It  is  in  a  spot  often  grazed  by  cattle  and  dominated  by 
wild  things  of  a  seemingly  ordinary  nature,  but  has  a 
shroud  of  sunlight  resting  on  its  every  image.  Its 
essence  is  one  of  full  peace,  and  it  crowds  all  the 
senses  with  its  brilliance. 

This  magnificent  scene  is  found  in  southern 
Montana,  between  a  ridge  of  tree-lined  mountains  and 
a  small,  clustered  string  of  hills.  Probably  once 
roamed  by  the  various  small  Native  American  tribes 
of  western  and  lower  Montana,  this  site  is  one  full  of 
history.  It  speaks  of  by-gone  days  when  there  were  no 
foreign  figures  on  its  soil,  and  when  buffalo,  elk,  and 
deer  traversed  its  banks  and  plains.  A  silent  place 
where  natural  things  could  thrive  in  co-existence  with 
the  native  peoples  of  long  ago,  this  place  seems  to 
have  experienced  more  than  it  lets  on. 

In  addition  to  its  history,  the  simple  beauty  of  the 
waving  branches  and  flowing  stream  creates  an 


elegance  of  a  unique  kind.  The  stream  bed  cuts  in  half 
a  glorious  line  of  trees  and  gracefully  skips  into  the 
open  land  about  a  mile  downstream.  Across  the  creek 
and  through  the  trees,  an  open  space  of  golden  field 
grass  stands,  surrounded  by  the  grove  of  woods  that 
follows  the  path  of  the  creek.  A  smell  of  sweet  wheat 
and  a  wild,  woody  scent  fill  the  air  as  one  walks  into 
the  open  area,  giving  a  feeling  of  serenity  to  the 
adventurer. 

Consequently,  it  draws  even  the  shyest  to  explore 
its  wonders  and  leads  the  curious  to  do  as  they  wish.  It 
gives  feelings  of  hope  to  the  depressed  and  wellness  to 
the  sick  at  heart.  Leaving  nothing  to  the  imagination,  it 
fills  in  all  the  blanks  of  the  mind  itself.  Ideas  and 
thoughts  of  happiness  take  over  the  body  and  soul. 

This  place  is  certainly  one  of  extraordinary  nature, 
time,  and  belonging.  It  is  a  capsule  once  opened  and 
never  shut;  for  it  makes  its  impression  on  the  memory. 
Many  times  to  be  traveled  back  to,  the  stream,  woods, 
and  field  sink  deep  into  the  consciousness  and  return 
later  to  give  comfort  to  the  beholder. 


Candace  Teston 

Three  Forks  School 
Three  Forks  •  Grade  12 

The  Grand  Tetons 


Snow  capped  peaks  rise  like  the  sun. 
Ten  million  years  of  rock  pierce  the  sky. 
The  icy  water  reflects  their  beauty. 
Discovered,  but  not  conquered. 
Protected,  but  not  contained. 
Proudly  displayed  under  the  eagle's  outstretched  wings. 
An  ebony  range. 
A  jagged  tear  across  the  horizon. 
A  western  sunset. 
A  crimson  sea  of  fire. 
The  Grand  Tetons. 
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Angela  Dawn  Buckley 

Fairview  Jr.  High  School 
Fairview  •  Grade  8 

Laughter 

Laughter  is  like  a  jewel  -  it  is  priceless. 
Laughter  is  like  numbers  -  it  is  infinite. 
Laughter  is  like  a  rainbow  -  beautiful  with  purity. 
Laughter  is  like  smoke  -  it  is  there,  then  is  gone. 
Laughter  is  like  a  child  -  handsome  and  innocent. 
Laughter  is  like  an  artifact  -  if  stolen,  it  must  be  found. 
Laughter  is  like  a  friend  -  there  when  you  need  it  most. 


Rachel  Canada 

Eureka  Elementary 
Eureka  •  Grade  5 


Abigail  Roos 

C.  R.  Anderson  Middle  School 
Helena  •  Grade  8 

Innocence 


She  lies  on  the  couch 
Sleeping 
Peacefully, 
Her  curls 
Gleaming. 
She  looks  so  beautiful, 
And  sleeps  so  still. 
That  she's  a  statue 
Cut  out  of  porcelain 
By  the  finest  artists 
With  the  gentlest  hands. 
She  is  innocence. 
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Sydney  Arthur 

Heritage  Christian  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  6 

A  Lion's  Tail  

It  was  dark  and  lonely  outside  of  the  old  log 
cabin.  A  chilling  breeze  whistled  through  the  deserted 
woods,  the  land  of  the  lion.  Yes,  the  land  where 
nobody  dares  go  because  once  you  set  foot  in  it,  you 
never  come  out  alive. 

Hank,  an  old,  strong  man  with  black  hair  slicked 
back,  a  rugged  man  with  scratchy  whiskers,  a  black 
cowboy  hat  and  faded  old  wrangler  jeans  with 
scratched  and  bruised  up  black  boots.  He  was  a  hard 
and  rugged  man  on  the  outside  but  on  the  inside  a 
brave,  kindhearted  man  with  love  for  everybody.  He 
had  entered  the  woods  with  the  freezing  cold  wind 
stinging  his  face.  He  was  now  worn  out  from  a  long 
day's  ride  through  the  woods. 

In  the  distance  he  could  see  a  figure  which 
looked  like  a  cabin. 

"Could  it  be?"  he  questioned  himself. 

When  Hank  reached  the  cabin  he  slowly  cracked 
the  door  open.  With  a  screeching  creak  the  door 
opened  with  great  ease. 

"Yes,"  Hank  thought.  "A  cabin  to  sleep  in  for  the 
night."  Hank,  not  knowing  what  would  soon  take 
place  in  this  wood  cabin,  started  cleaning  his  gun,  his 
only  protection  from  the  unknown  woods  just  outside 
the  door. 

By  now  Hank  had  taken  his  whole  gun  apart. 
Feeling  very  hungry,  he  ate  some  meat  from  last 
night's  dinner.  Worn  out,  he  pulled  out  his  sleeping 
bag  and  went  to  bed  with  his  beat  up  long  johns. 
Grateful  that  he  had  no  problems  on  the  way,  he  fell 
fast  asleep. 

"What's  that?"  he  wondered,  waking  up  in  a  cold 
sweat  and  scrambling  to  his  feet.  He  could  hear  the 
sound  which  he  thought  was  scratching.  That  thought 
was  right.  It  was  the  mountain  lion  that  people  always 
said  had  been  there  for  years. 


Peering  through  the  crack  in  the  wood,  he  saw 
the  beast.  Frightened  but  calm,  he  scanned  the  cabin 
for  something  to  defend  himself  from  the  lion,  for 
his  gun  had  been  taken  apart  so  he  could  clean  it.  All 
he  saw  was  a  lonely  old  log  cabin  with  towering 
spider  webs  in  each  corner,  and  dust  as  though  sand 
on  a  beach. 

The  fierce  lion  was  passing  back  and  forth.  To 
Hank's  surprise,  he  found  that  every  time  the  lion 
passed  the  crack  between  the  two  logs,  his  tail  would 
slip  through  the  crack.  Quickly  he  grasped  the  lion's 
tail  and  tied  a  big  knot  in  it.  His  heart  was  beating 
rapidly  and  he  soon  caught  his  breath  and  calmed 
down.  Slowly,  he  opened  the  door,  ready  for 
anything  and  ready  to  fight  the  lion  with  his  fists. 
Staring  at  the  lion,  the  fierce  animal  gazed  at  him 
with  an  intense  stare,  his  ears  pinned  down  and  a  silk 
orange  and  yellowish  coat.  His  eyes  were  a  midnight 
green,  hard  blue,  and  were  squinted.  The  lion  let  out 
a  ferocious,  deep,  low  growl  that  made  your  hair 
stand  on  end. 

The  lion  leaped  with  all  his  strength  toward 
Hank.  Hank's  fists  were  ready  to  shoot.  Straining, 
the  lion  broke  loose  and  headed  into  the  mountains. 

So  the  legend  is  told  that  the  mighty  mountain 
lion  is  still  out  there  today.  When  you  see  a  lion  with 
a  knot  in  his  tail  you'll  know  why.  That  is  my  ly'in 
tale. 
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Lee  Rossi 
Columbia  Falls  Junior  High 
Columbia  Falls  ■  Grade  8 

A  Way  of  Life 

Light  by  Light 
The  world  goes  out 
And  in  it  all  we  fade 

Day  by  Day 
The  tide  erases 
The  sandcastles 


We  all  once  made 

DarAnne  Dunning 

Powder  River  High  School 

Broadus  -  Grade  8  Sun  by  Slin 

It  dawns  and  sets 
Our  memories  it  will  hold 

Father  to  Son 
We  pass  on  our  heirlooms 
No  matter  how  meek  or  bold 

And  by  And  by 

As  stories 
Told  and  Past 

Our  souls 
Weak  and  dying 
Will  finally  rest  at  last. 
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Chris  Nicholson 
Helena  High  School 
Helena -Grade  12 


I'm  a  lost  looker,  a  stretching  stumbler,  a  troubled 
tumbler 

I  never  send  flowers 

to  my  house  with  no  walls 

i'ma  heart-shaped  jellyfish,  maybe, 
i'm  the  water  translucent 

I  sing  the  siren  song 

and  follow  the  grey  echoes  to 

the  cold,  coral  pool:  no  reflection 
of  the  vampire,  in  search  of  a  soul. 
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Brandon  L.  Blekestad 
Westside  Elementary  School 
Sidney  -  Grade  5 

My  Stapler 

It  pops  his  lid, 
Kicks  his  teeth 
And  chomps  down 
On  homework! 


Leslie  Steward 
Eureka  Elementary  School 
Eureka  -  Grade  7 

Hamburger 


Arby's  and  Wendy's  and  Mickey  D.'s  Tina  McFadden 

Ordering  a  hamburger  is  as  easy  as  can  be.  East  Middle  school 

Butte  -  Grade  8 

Hard  in  the  middle,  soft  on  the  outside 

Make  sure  it's  flame-broiled,  do  not  want  fried. 

Sesame  seed  bun  that's  fluffy  and  light 
Every  chew  is  a  wonderful  bite. 

Wrapped  up  in  styrofoam  and  paper  real  clean. 
They're  getting  bigger  and  wider  and  increasingly  lean. 

Cheaper  and  meatier  and  with  toppings  galore 
You  can  get  another  for  59  cents  more. 

The  service  is  friendly;  it  can't  be  beat. 
They  give  you  a  smile  as  you  start  to  eat. 

Come  around  anytime,  midnight  or  noon 

The  sign  when  you  leave  says,  "Come  back  soon." 
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JoEllen  Knutson 

Big  Sky  High  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  1 1 

Ode  to  the  Pepper 

The  peppers  in  Grandma's  porcelain  bowl 
rest  like  a  newly  painted  still  life; 
waiting. 

They  are  fresh  and  crisp, 

as  if  they  had  leapt  from  the  garden  moments  before. 

I  watch  as  my  mother  guts  them, 

their  red,  orange,  yellow  and  green  entrails  pouring 

out  onto  the  old  wooden  cutting  board. 
She  slices  them  into  thin  strips 

like  bright  ribbons  that  beckon  me. 
I  sample  a  slice. 
I  am  reminded  of  Autumn, 

of  the  half-frost  in  the  early  morning. 
Back  in  the  bowl, 
still  waiting. 

I  watch  as  they  pour  into  the  frying  pan. 
A  cascade  of  color 
surrendering  their  beauty 
to  the  griddle. 


Brooke  Beadle 

Saco  High  School 
Saco  -  Grade  9 
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Heidi  Hagen 

Columbia  Falls  Junior  High 
Columbia  Falls  -  Grade  8 

Vacation 

Thirteen-year-old  Blaine  Reese 
waved  to  his  parents  through  the  small 
plane  window  as  the  safety  belt  sign 
flashed  on  over  his  head.  This  was 
going  to  be  the  perfect  summer.  He 
hadn't  seen  his  grandmother  in  two 
years.  Now  he  would  spend  a  month  at 
her  Victorian-style  beach  house  in 
Florida.  Nana  already  had  many  plans 
for  them,  visiting  the  Everglades, 
Disney  World,  and  just  catching  up, 
but  he  would  still  have  plenty  of  time 
on  his  own  to  roam  the  beaches.  He 
had  never  really  visited  the  ocean 
before,  but  he  swore  he  could  feel  the 
soft  sand  between  his  toes  already. 
With  these  peaceful  thoughts,  he  took 
a  quiet  nap,  the  plane's  vibrations 
singing  him  a  lullaby.  Blaine  never 
would  have  guessed  that  his  vacation 
would  turn  out  to  be  anything  but  perfect. 

He  awoke  from  his  dreams  with  a  jolt.  Florida  at 
last.  He  snatched  his  duffle  bag  from  under  the  seat,  a 
little  peeved  he'd  slept  the  whole  ride.  He  had  never 
been  on  a  plane  before  either,  but  at  least  he  wouldn't 
be  tired.  Blaine  stepped  out  the  door  and  squinted  as 
the  bright  sun  washed  over  him.  He  looked  around 
for  a  moment  and  then  saw  a  short,  thin,  gray-haired 
lady  in  a  flowered  skirt  running  toward  him.  Nana! 
He  raced  over  and  gave  her  a  bear  hug.  All  the  way 
to  her  house  they  spoke  excitedly  of  the  month's 
events. 

Over  the  next  week  Blaine  and  Nana  kept  busy 
sight-seeing  but  then  came  a  day  that  Nana  needed  to 
go  shopping.  Blaine  decided  to  take  this  opportunity 
to  do  some  exploring.  That  evening  he  went  outside 


Troy  Mullins 
Paris  Gibson  M.S. 
Great  Falls  •  Grade  8 


to  look  around  in  the  old  boat  house.  Nana  never 
used  it.  The  paint  was  peeling  badly  and  the  padlock 
was  rusted,  but  when  he  finally  creaked  the  door 
open  and  flicked  on  the  light,  he  found  the  image  of 
his  dreams  under  the  dusty  rays.  A  small,  red  canoe 
complete  with  wooden  oars.  He  knew  exactly  what 
he  planned  to  do  on  his  day  by  himself.  After  Nana 
O.K.'d  the  plan,  providing  he  stay  close  to  shore, 
Blaine  set  out  to  inspect  the  craft.  To  his  delight, 
everything  was  in  order. 

The  next  morning  he  was  up  at  7:00  a.m.  He 
could  hear  his  grandma  snoring  softly  in  the  next 
room.  Blaine  dressed  quietly  and  crept  downstairs. 
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He  left  a  note  on  the  table,  "be  home  by  2:00  p.m." 
he  said.  Grabbing  an  apple  for  breakfast,  Blaine  slid 
out  the  door.  By  the  time  he  and  the  boat  were  ready, 
the  warm  sun  was  well  over  the  horizon.  As  he 
pushed  off  the  shore  with  his  bare  feet,  his  toes  were 
kissed  by  the  salty  water.  Blaine  began  the  ride  with 
powerful  strokes.  The  day  was  very  warm,  but  not 
hot.  The  sky  was  clear,  except  for  far  in  the  east. 
There  the  clouds  looked  like  dirty  socks  tossed  on  a 
charcoal  carpet,  but  Blaine  wasn't  worried.  He'd  be 
home  before  the  rain  was  halfway  there. 

His  mind  began  to  grow  uneasy  after  the  next 
two  hours.  The  wind  had  rapidly  picked  up,  but  there 
was  also  a  strange  calmness  in  the  air.  Blaine  turned 
back  as  fast  as  he  could,  but  within  minutes  it  hit,  full 
force.  A  fleet  of  crystal  needles  pelted  him 
unmercifully,  but  he  still  paddled,  not  even  sure  it 
was  making  a  difference.  The  wind  howled  like  a 
wild  wolf  around  him,  tossing  giant  waves  into  the 
small  boat.  Suddenly  Blaine  heard  a  loud  rip  and  he 
was  flung  into  the  salty  bed.  He  could  feel  the  flesh 
being  pulled  from  his  side  and  water  filling  his  lungs. 
The  storm  had  smashed  the  canoe  into  a  small  coral 
reef,  splintering  them  both.  He  thought  of  his  parents 
and  then  everything  went  black. 

His  grandma  had  gotten  home  early  from  the 
store.  When  she  noticed  Blaine  didn't  plan  on  being 
home  for  two  more  hours,  and  spied  the  clouds 
brewing,  she  called  the  coast  guard.  She  knew  she 
couldn't  ask  them  to  go  out  yet,  but  she  warned  them 
to  be  prepared  if  Blaine  didn't  return  before  it  hit.  As 
she  hung  up  the  phone  she  laughed.  Blaine  was  a 
smart  kid.  She  could  expect  him  home  any  minute. 
Still,  Nana  couldn't  shake  her  strange  feeling.  As  the 
clouds  grew  closer  her  fear  escalated.  When  rain 
began  to  speckle  the  front  widow  she  grabbed  the 
phone  and  dialed  the  coast  guard  again,  telling  them 
her  situation,  straining  to  remain  calm.  They  told  her 


they'd  start  a  search  as  soon  as  they  could.  Nana  spent 
the  rest  of  the  day  sitting  in  front  of  the  living  room 
window,  rosary  in  hand,  and  praying  hard.  Blaine  had 
to  be  okay.  Towards  evening  the  storm  slowed  to  a 
heavy  rain  with  only  mild  winds.  Nana  couldn't  stand 
it  any  longer.  She  threw  on  her  rain  parka  and  jumped 
in  the  car.  Stepping  into  the  coast  guard  office,  she 
asked  a  frantic  secretary  for  help.  Between  phone 
calls,  the  lady  managed  to  squeeze  out  that  they  were 
doing  all  they  could  and  to  go  home  and  wait.  Nan 
slithered  silently  away  and  just  as  she  opened  her  car 
door,  the  secretary  was  racing  toward  her.  She  had  just 
gotten  a  call  and  Blaine  was  found!  Nana  drove 
excitedly  to  the  hospital  only  to  find  him  next  to  dead 
in  intensive  care.  His  face  was  a  pale  blue,  his  left  side 
shredded  from  the  coral.  Nana  grasped  his  clammy 
hand  and  cried. 

That  very  minute  Blaine's  parents  were  climbing 
on  a  plane,  scared  of  what  was  ahead.  Scared  for 
Blaine. 

It  had  been  over  two  weeks  and  Blaine  still  didn't 
respond  to  anything.  And  then  one  day,  like  magic,  he 
awoke  with  no  idea  where  he  was  or  what  had 
happened.  Then  he  looked  down.  Something  was 
wrong.  He  wiggled  his  toes.  They  worked.  He  wiggled 
his  right  hand,  it  was  fine  as  well,  but  when  he  tried 
the  left  he  couldn't.  Why?  There  was  nothing  there. 
His  family  and  doctors  stood  silently  by  him.  The 
memory  flooded  back.  The  smashed  boat,  the  jagged 
coral,  the  salty  water,  and  his  arm  stuck  between  the 
spikes  of  rock,  pulling  him  under  the  waves.  The 
ocean  had  wanted  to  keep  him.  but  he  wouldn't  give 
up  and  with  splintering  pain,  he  broke  free.  The  water 
didn't  want  to  kiss  him  now.  It  bit.  Hard.  Trying  to 
devour  him  like  a  glass  of  lemonade  on  a  hot  day.  But 
he'd  dodged  the  ocean's  jaws  and  was  free.  He  gave 
the  solemn  faces  around  him  a  smile.  He'd  be  fine. 
Just  different. 
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Matt  O'Brien 
CM.  Russell  High  School 
Great  Falls -Grade  11 

the  Butterfly 

abruptly 
lifted  aloft  on  painted  wing, 
from  infinitely  still  to  fluttering-leaf, 
a  whispered  conversation  of  petals 
delicately  bear  it  here  to  there. 

Stay!  mere  sweetness  upon  mine  eyes, 
mere  sweetness  for  eyes 
so  Weary  and  Worn. 

unto  the  flower  it  journeys, 
Meticulously  comes  to  rest, 
flower  upon  flower, 
utters  musings  just  between  them; 
Secrets  shared  only  with  the 
Truest  of  True. 

its  lone  regret, 
perhaps, 
that  the  next  moment  - 
is  not  now  - 
but  relishing  each  moment  before, 
recalling  every  sun  rise  an'  set, 
every  waning  then  waxing 
moon, 
seemingly  refuting, 
by  its  own  simple  existence, 
that  in  the  world 
there  could  also  exist 
such  a  thing 
as  Wrong. 


Neil  Kolve 

Sunnyside  Elementary 
Great  Falls  •  Grade  5 
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Patrick  Burns 

Capital  High  School 
Helena  -  Grade  1 1 

  Changed  Forever  

I  began  the  day  thinking  my  trip  to  Anaconda 
would  be  a  glorious  one.  First,  we  would  meet  my 
grandpa  and  my  aunts  for  breakfast.  Then,  we  would 
head  off  to  Our  Sacred  Lady  Church  for  a  funeral 
where  I  would  lower  my  head  to  pray  and  fall 
asleep.  Finally,  upon  retiring  to  the  Kiwanis  Club  of 
Anaconda  we  would  feast  upon  potato  salad,  jello 
with  fruit  surprise,  and  numerous  hams  ornately 
furnished  with  pineapple  rings.  This  would  be  just 
like  going  to  a  wedding,  without  the  bride  and 
groom  but  with  the  addition  of  a  dead  body.  This 
day,  however,  proved  to  be  anything  but  glorious, 
rather  the  watershed  event  that  changed  my  view  of 
death  forever. 

During  breakfast  with  my  family  I  sensed 
something  abnormal.  My  grandpa  made  no  attempt 
to  make  me  laugh  with  his  old  navy  stories.  Instead 
he  seemed  dejected  and  lost  in  his  own  thoughts. 
The  rest  of  my  family  was  eating  their  breakfast  in  a 
humdrum  manner,  failing  to  recognize  that 
everything  was  cold.  The  butter  didn't  melt  on  my 
pancakes.  The  syrup  flowed  like  water,  while  my  hot 
chocolate,  or  shall  I  say  cold  chocolate,  gagged  my 
famished  body.  I  hoped  that  this  was  not  a 
premonition  of  what  was  to  come,  but  it  would  be. 
Bringing  the  check  to  our  table  the  waitress  asked 
my  grandpa  how  he  was  doing  with  the  death  of  his 
brother.  With  this  question  the  realization  of  my 
great  uncle's  death  hit  me  like  a  cold  shower.  How 
could  I  not  feel  emotion  for  the  death  of  a  member 
of  my  own  family? 

Upon  realizing  my  connection  to  the  funeral  the 
entire  day  changed.  Instead  of  seeing  the  beautiful 
pink  and  green  houses  of  Anaconda  with  their 
intricately  sculptured  evergreens,  I  noticed  a  town 
with  shanty  dwellings  accompanied  by  a  million 
smoky  casinos.  Even  the  Dairy  Queen  had  a  keno 
machine.  The  giant  smokestack  symbolized  the  fiery 


pits  of  my  own  personal  Hell.  Heading  to  the 
church,  I  felt  as  much  anticipation  as  one  does  with 
a  trip  to  the  dentist.  This  dentist's  office,  however, 
had  a  twenty  foot  cross  out  front  and  the  nurses  were 
wearing  habits.  My  family  and  I  sat  in  the  first  pew, 
just  overlooking  the  casket.  A  grey-haired 
gentleman  began  playing  "Be  Not  Afraid"  on  an 
organ  that  was  just  slightly  off  tune,  to  add  to  the 
already  dreary  atmosphere.  Just  then  the  strangest 
thing  began  to  happen.  Tears  slowly  glided  down  the 
time  worn  cheeks  of  my  grandpa.  My  man  of  steel 
melted  before  my  very  eyes.  My  strong  and 
enduring,  "I  used  to  cut  entire  lawns  with  hand 
clippers,"  grandpa  had  lost  his  brother.  I  also  felt  a 
loss.  The  little  boy  who  thought  that  people  lived 
forever  was  lost  in  that  moment.  A  few  prayers  later, 
the  man  on  the  organ  took  his  cue  and  began 
pounding  away  at  a  tune  entitled  "On  Eagle's 
Wings."  My  eyes  started  to  itch  and  my  throat  was 
in  a  spasm.  Every  ounce  of  energy  focused  on 
holding  back  my  tears.  My  tiny  eyelids  could  not 
hold  back  the  enormous  volume  behind  them. 
Sniffles  accompanied  the  rivers  of  tears  that  rolled 
down  my  face  and  on  to  my  lips,  the  salty  taste 
serving  as  a  reminder  of  this  awful  day. 

In  many  ways  I  felt  sad  at  the  loss  of  my  uncle, 
but  it  was  the  loss  of  my  naivete  towards  life  that 
changed  me  forever.  I  now  realize  that  people  such 
as  my  grandparents,  my  parents,  and  even  my  sister 
will  die  someday.  The  fact  that  loved  ones  aren't  the 
invincible  ones  I  perceived  them  to  be  is  as  hard  to 
swallow  as  a  cup  of  cold  hot  chocolate.  It  also 
occurred  to  me  that  I  am  not  immortal,  which  scares 
me  even  more  due  to  the  fact  that  I  am  uncertain  of 
what  will  happen  when  I  die.  I  have  not  completely 
shed  my  child-like  optimism,  though,  because  I  plan 
on  ending  up  in  a  place  where  the  food  is  warm,  and 
all  the  Dairy  Queens  have  no  smoking  signs. 
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Zak  Krueger 
Lockwood  School 
Billings  -  Grade  5 


Julia  Kelley 
East  Middle  School 
Great  Falls  •  Grade  7 

The  Bear 
Looking  sly  and  harmless 
But  in  a  second  he  is  upon  you 
Laughing  at  you  and  your  trust 
As  he  prowls  around,  staring  at 
you  Celebrating  over  his  victory 
He  has  always  been  the  predator  with 
His  razor  sharp  teeth  and  claws 
He  comes  closer  ready  for  his  feast 
His  strong  jaws  closing  around  you 
He  has  had  his  feast 

and  he  will  kill 

ag  ai  n 


Alisa  Yanker 
Morning  Star  Elementary 
Bozeman  -  Grade  5 

Cross  Country  Skiing 

Scooting  along  always. 
Klister  glue  everywhere. 
Ironing  wax  smells. 

Icy  conditions. 
New  snow  powder. 
Great  glides  of  fun!!! 
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Mandale  Spotted  Horse 

Lodge  Grass  Junior  High 
Lodge  Grass  -  Grade  8 

Wind 

Wind  is  a  cry  from  the  heavens. 
Wind  is  a  melody,  a  song  in  my  ears. 
Wind  is  the  singing  of  my  ancestors. 
It  is  the  flying  of  the  eagles 
Alone  in  the  evening  sky. 
Wind  is  a  kind  of  feeling 
That  touches  me  inside. 
Wind  is  my  soul  flying 
To  the  other  side. 
What  does  it  mean? 
I  don't  know. 
Wind  is  like  a  shadow 
Beneath  the  winter  sky. 


Albert  Iron 
St.  Labre 

Ashland  -  Grade  1 1 


Truman  Jefferson 

Lodge  Grass  High  School 
Lodge  Grass  •  Grade  12 


In  the  little  town  I'm  from,  you  can  see  the  orange  glow  on  a 
winter  night,  a  peaceful  place  where  a  young  boy's  sled  can 
be  heard  gracing  the  top  of  freshly  fallen  snow  and  a  cheerful 
laughter  in  the  distant  orange  light  where  you  feel  joy,  and 
there  is  a  place  called  the  valley  where  a  terrifying  scream 
can  be  felt,  but  we  still  love  this  winter  place  where  the  snow 
will  pad  your  fall  along  with  three  pairs  of  pants  and  socks 
taking  the  place  of  gloves.  Then  there  are  the  hard  frozen 
streets  but  those  of  us  who  know  will  pull  out  the  Knee 
padding  and  go  hooky  bobbin,  and  the  delicate  moves  on  top 
of  the  ice  at  speeds  as  high  as  50  mph  and  submarining  the 
people  beside  us  and  hearing  the  terrifying  scream  as  they 
fall  is  much  more  fun  than  sitting  at  the  Family  Cafe  playing 
Wilbur  at  a  game  of  pool. 
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Ashley  Cramer 
Lewis  &  Clark  School 
Lewistown  -  Grade  2 


Cornelius  Hedges  Elementary  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  3 


My  Kitten 

Whiskers  twitching  here  and  there, 
Fur  soft  as  velvet, 

Tongue  rough  as  rock  licking  your  cheek, 
Eyes  looking  for  mice, 
Teeth  sharp  as  a  knife, 
Playing  with  balls  of  yarn. 


Suzanne  Bengtson 
West  Glacier  School 
West  Glacier  -  Grade  4 

Thanksgiving 

The  thing  that  makes  me  happy  is  Thanksgiving 

Hop  hop  to  the  dinner  table 

Apple  pie  is  sitting  so  lonely 

Nice  people  are  surrounding  me 

Kettles  are  whistling 

Soon  we  will  have  Thanksgiving  dinner 

Give  love  and  care  to  lots  of  people 

I  have  a  whole  plate  full  of  food 

Visiting  really  nice  people  from  different  countries 

I  have  very  nice  people  over  for  dinner 

Nothing  to  worry  about  today 

Go  now  and  love  other  people 


'Turkey" 
Marissa  Powers 

Whittier  Elementary 
Butte  ■  Grade  3 
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Forrest  Norby 
Potomac  School 
Potomac  -  Grade  7 

When  a  warlord  wasp  wants  one  wallaby 
With  watermelon  wine, 
What  do  we  give  it? 

Why,  one  wallaby  with  watermelon  wine, 
What  else?  Here's  why: 

One  warm  winter  day 

William  W.  Walker  was  walking  along  West  Way 
When  one  thousand  warrior  wasps  wafted 
Through  the  air  toward  Will. 

When  the  warrior  wasps  were  within  one  foot  of  Will, 
A  warlord  wasp  whisked  up  to  Will  from  within  the  wings 
Of  the  warrior  wasps  and  wished  Will  would  wipe  out 
One  wallaby  with  watermelon  wine 
For  the  weathered  wasps  to  whittle  on. 

"What?!  No  way!  No  wallaby  and  watermelon  wine 
Within  one  hundred  waterways  of  here,"  were 
Will's  last  words. 


Scott  Whiteley 

Laurel  Middle  School 
Laurel  -  Grade  7 


THEPoLWilMW 
RED  LEATHfcHf 

AWAIT  IN  Omr^j  
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Lexie  Lee 
Monforton  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  6 


Grace 

Gracefully  she  prances 
To  and  Fro 
Up  and  Down 
Around  she  goes 
To  the  front 
And  to  the  back 
Side  to  side 
As  a  sugar  plum  fairy 
In  the  Nutcracker  Ballet 

Her  hair  in  a  bun 
Her  shoes  laced  up  high 
Her  long  and  flowing  skirt 
Sways  from  side  to  side 
Her  petite  pink  body  suit 
With  puffy  long  sleeves 
As  tight  as  it  can  be 

Her  heart  pounding  fast 
Her  legs  getting  weak 
The  audience  ohing  and  ahing 
Her  heart  has  a  smile 
It's  now  almost  over 
And  she  will  be  glad 
She  did  a  good  job 
And  she  is  in  great  anticipation 
Of  receiving  the  roses. 


Jenna  Fetters 

Helena  High  School 
Helena  ■  Grade  10 
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A  soccerball  is  like  an  eagle,  how  it  soars  through  the  sky, 
anD  hOw  it  iS  nEver  oN  thE  gRouND,  NobOdy  kNowS  why. 

a  SocCerball  wilL  bOunce  oFf  heads  AnD  off  POles 
It  caN  soMeTimes  be  throWn,  And  cAn  eveN  scorE  gOals. 
a  soCcerball  neVer  reaLly  gOes  thE  saMe  way, 
iT  chAnges  directioNs  A  lot  iN  a  VeRy  shoRt  daY 
NorTh,  SoutTh,  eAst,  anD  weSt  tHese  Are  soMe  oF  thE  directions  a 
baLl  maY  taKe.  If  a  peRson  kiCKs  a  BaLl  thE  wroNg  WaY  tHey  maDe  a  BIG 

MistAkE. 
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Katheryne  Benton 
Great  Falls  H.S. 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  12 

Renaissance 

Gracefully  she  walks  and  wears  a  smile. 

The  path  before  her  wandering  feet 

Leads  to  deep  green  wood  and  pleasant  streams,  where 

Patches  of  mossy  overgrowth  upon  rocks 

Filter  the  water's  swiftness  and  animosity  to  a  trickle. 

The  canopy  of  newly  greening  trees 

Shades  the  soggy,  thatch-covered  forest  floor  from 

The  bursting  aurora  of  spring  sunlight. 

Craggy  banks  begin  to  shed  the  ice  of  their  winter  skin 

And  reveal  the  underlying  green,  gold  hues  of  feathery  grasses 

Newly  emerged  from  dormant  turf. 

Beyond  the  horizon, 

Where  the  pristine  mists  of  the  winter  rain  once  hung  low  above  the  hills, 
The  sleeping  meadow  awakens  and 
Stretches  out  its  arms  to  welcome  the  morning  dew. 
For  the  entrancing  solitude  of  a  spring  dawn 
Dwindles  under  the  brightening  sky  of  afternoon, 
And  the  chariot  of  the  sun,  as  it  moves  across  the  heavens,  spreads  its 

glory 

ever  more  beautifully  in  the  coming  days  of  summer. 


Randy  Bradshaw 
CM  Russell  High  School 
Great  Falls -Grade  11 
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Joanna  K.  Jensen 

Hiawatha  Elementary 
Dagmar  -  Grade  4 


It's  A  Jungle  Out  There 

Did  you  ever  see  a  spider  monkey  hanging 
Or  a  butterfly  made  out  of  butter? 

Did  you  ever  see  a  Fork-tailed  Wood  Nymph  you  can  eat  with? 
Or  Red  legs  sticking  out  of  a  body,  while  the  body  took  a 
flutter? 

Did  you  ever  see  a  squirrel  monkey  eating  nuts? 
Or  Popelaire's  Thornbill  with  thorns  on  its  bill? 
Did  you  ever  see  an  Emerald  Tree  Boa  in  a  ring? 
Or  a  Double-Collared  Aracari  ready  for  a  cold  chill? 

That's  what  you'll  find  in  the  jungle 
You'll  find  them  in  the  middle  of  nowhere 
The  strangest  place  you  could  ever  be 
It's  a  jungle  out  there!! 


Ben  Clark 

Peterson  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  3 
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BriAnne  Opp 

Medicine  Lake  School 
Medicine  Lake  •  Grade  4 

Jungles 

green  grassy  places  where 
fat  frogs  fall  into  the  water 
parrots  pry  coconuts  open 
with  their  pink  parrot  beaks 
monkeys  fly  majestically 
through  tropical  trees 
with  gigantic  green  leaves 
it  is  so  sad 

the  jungles  are  slowly  dying 


.{v:-"^-;  f  .zS  -T         '  Jonathan  Dayton 

Jl-'  *#;?V  ':jtfr  C.R.  Anderson  M.S. 

Mi'i-''y.<&r  Helena  ■  Grade  7 
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Amber  Hofeldt 

Meadowlark  School 
Chinook  -  Grade  5 

Morgan 

Hooves  smiting  the  firm  ground, 
Breathing  hard  in  the  wind, 
Swishing  his  tail  as  he  runs, 
I  hear  the  chomping  of  hay, 
While  he  rests  in  the  barns. 


Susan  Thackeray 

Meadowlark  School 
Chinook  -  Grade  5 

Midnight 

I  come  quietly  to  watch  her  at  dawn 
I  hear  her  running  softly  before  I  see  her 
Seeing  her  gorgeous  black  coat  takes  my  breath  away 
I  climb  to  the  top  of  the  fence  and  wait 
As  she  comes  by  I  smell  dust  and  grass 
That,  is  the  horse  I  love,  the  horse  I  call  Midnight. 


Steven  Bouldin 
Three  Forks  High  School 
Three  Forks  -  Grade  9 
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Morning  Star  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  4 


A  Vessel  In  Trouble 

Dark  clouds  loomed  overhead. 
The  sun  strained  to  blaze  through  the  hole  in  the  thick  objects 
that  shadowed  the  endless  sapphire  horizon. 
The  rain  made  a  curtain  mist  that  gleamed  when  lightning  crashed 
and  thunder  boomed. 

An  unstable  little  ship  was  out  that  horrid  night. 
The  waves  churned  as  the  creaky  ship  tumbled  in  the  foamy  sea. 
The  steamer  reeled  and  rocked  as  the  ocean  waves  clutched  it 
and  tossed  it  around. 

A  sudden  glare  of  the  pearly  sun  peeked  its  face  in  the  storm. 
It  was  like  a  sunrise. 
It  had  a  song  that  fought  its  way  into  the  storm. 
You  could  hear  a  cheer  rise  out  from  the  boat  into  the  fog  and 
mist. 


Chelsey  Sands 

Eureka  Elementary  School 
Eureka  -  Grade  4 


Samantha  Teater,  the  Pickle  Eater 

Samantha  Teater,  the  pickle  eater,  ate  pickles  from  dawn  to  dusk. 

She  ate  pickles  as  small  as  the  eye  of  a  doll, 
And  some  were  as  large  as  an  elephant's  tusk. 


When  she  went  to  buy  more  pickles  at  the  grocery  store 
And  the  clerk  said  that  they  didn't  have  anymore, 
She  stomped  so  hard  on  the  floor  of  the  store 
She  rattled  all  the  windows  and  doors, 
And  no  more  was  said  or  heard  about  her. 
Samantha  Teater,  the  pickle  eater. 


Claire  Hilmer 
Clancy  School 
Clancy  ■  Grade  5 


Megan  Peterson 
Helena  M.S. 
Helena  ■  Grade  6 


If  I  Was  a  Queen 


If  I  was  a  queen  of  a  city  afar 
And  rode  in  a  limo  instead  of  a  car 
With  butlers  and  chauffeurs  and  maids  galore 
Who  mopped  and  dusted  and  swept  the  floor 
I'd  sleep  in  on  weekdays  and  not  go  to  school 
For  there  wouldn't  be  any  if  I  was  to  rule 
I'd  wear  emeralds  and  rubies  and  diamonds  and  pearls 
And  then  be  admired  by  all  the  young  girls 
I'd  have  guard  dogs  that  would  follow  me  wherever  I  go 
Because  people  would  worry  about  my  safety  you  know 
And  every  spring  I'd  have  a  grand  ball 
After  going  shopping  in  my  own  private  mall 
The  walls  of  my  castle  would  be  of  silver  and  gold 
And  the  rooms  always  heated  so  I  never  grew  cold 
For  dessert  every  night  I'd  have  pudding  and  pie 
Though  I'd  have  to  watch  my  weight  as  the  days  went  by 
And  every  morning  I'd  have  breakfast  in  bed 
Upon  a  silver  tray  with  a  place  mat  of  red 
There's  be  fountains  with  fish  in  them  all  over  the  halls 
And  I'd  make  sure  only  I  would  answer  my  calls 
But  there's  one  thing  wrong  about  being  a  queen 
You'd  have  to  wear  dresses  instead  of  your  jeans. 
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Brice  Vanness 

Big  Sandy  High  School 
Big  Sandy  -  Grade  1 1 

Anonymously 

The  yellow  sun  beats  down  relentlessly  on  my  back 
The  road  winds  on  infinitely 
Red  flutterings  catch  my  eye 
Briefly,  curiously  I  stop. 

A  locust  lies  helplessly  entwined  within  the  hard  dirt 
It  has  lived  its  life  and  now  it  would  die  anonymously 
If  it  weren't  for  me 

Catching  the  last  glimmer  of  its  life  by  mistake. 
One  last  look  and  I'm  gone; 

I  go  on  to  die  anonymously. 
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Eleanor  Miller 
Central  School 
Helena  •  Grade  5 


The  Case  of  the  Magical  Wreath   

As  Jenny  walked  towards  her  house,  coming  back 
from  the  park,  she  reviewed  what  had  happened  over 
summer  vacation.  She  had  gone  to  her  Aunt  Clara's  house 
and  made  a  new  friend,  Erin  Johnson.  Now  they  had 
become  pen-pals.  Jenny  thought  about  Beth,  her  ex-best 
friend.  Beth  and  Jenny  had  broken  up  about  two  weeks 
ago  when  Beth  had  thought  Jenny  was  bragging  a  little  too 
much  about  passing  intermediate  in  swimming  and 
smacked  Jenny.  They  hadn't  spoken  since,  and  Jenny 
missed  her  a  lot.  Then  she  remembered  the  argument  with 
Bill,  a  handicapped  boy  on  the  corner.  Jenny  had  teased 
him,  and  everyone  hated  her  for  challenging  a  boy  less 
powerful  than  she.  She  had  said,  "You're  stupid.  You  can't 
even  do  a  mile  in  thirty  minutes." 

There  were  lots  of  other  bad  things  that  Jenny 
experienced  that  summer,  too  much  to  go  into.  "All  in  all 
it  was  a  bad  summer,"  Jenny  mumbled  to  herself  and  then 
hastily  thought,  "except  for  Erin."  One  other  thing  was 
good  though— well  sort  of.  Next  week  when  school 
started,  she  had  an  after  school  job  on  Monday  and 
Thursday.  She  made  $4  an  hour  cleaning  out  Old  Lady 
Caroline's  attic.  Everyone  said  the  attic  was  haunted. 
Jenny  didn't  believe  it,  but  what  would  the  other  kids 
think?  They  already  hated  her.  She  pushed  that  out  of  her 
mind  and  concentrated  on  what  she  would  buy  with  the 
money  she  earned. 

Jenny  squirmed.  She  was  in  school  for  the  first  day. 
She  wished  school  was  over.  Today  was  to  be  her  first  day 
at  her  job.  Jenny  ended  up  sitting  right  next  to  Beth  and 
she  was  uncomfortable  because  Beth  was  giving  her  mean 
glances  that  everyone  saw.  Jenny  proposed  making  up  and 
Beth  said,  "Shut  up  and  go  away."  No  one  could 
understand  the  way  they  were  acting  because  they  thought 
Beth  and  Jenny  were  best  friends. 

Finally  the  depressing  day  was  over  and  Jenny  ran  to 
Old  Lady  Caroline's.  When  she  stumbled  up  the  steps  and 
banged  her  knee,  she  wanted  to  run  home  and  cry.  With  a 
shaking  hand  she  rang  the  doorbell.  Inside  an  older  voice 
yelled,  "Don't  stand  there;  open  it,  silly  girl."  The  maid, 
Christine,  answered  and  said  shakily  "Hello.  May  I  help 
you?"  Jenny  introduced  herself,  explaining  what  she  was 


there  for.  The  maid  let  her  in,  and  Old  Lady  Caroline  gave 
her  strict  directions.  "You're  cleaning  boxes.  They  are 
numbered.  Do  49, 27,  and  32."  Jenny  trembled  as  she 
walked  up  the  stairs  to  the  attic  because  she  was  scared  as 
most  people  would  be.  Jenny  didn't  believe  the  attic  was 
haunted,  but  she  was  still  frightened.  As  she  climbed  the 
stairs  toward  the  attic,  Jenny  noticed  a  lot  of  dusty  pictures 
and  things  that  looked  old  enough  to  have  been  passed 
down  at  least  five  generations.  Jenny  thought  they  were 
extremely  interesting.  Just  then  she  heard  Old  Lady 
Caroline  yelling  and  someone  crying.  It  was  Christine. 
Jenny  tried  to  ignore  it. 

When  she  reached  the  attic,  what  a  sight  it  was!  It  was 
so  messy  there  wasn't  any  floor  space  visible  except  where 
Jenny  was  standing!  Well,  she'd  have  to  worry  about 
cleaning  it  later.  Today,  she  had  only  three  boxes  to  clean. 
She  found  49  and  finished  quickly.  Then  27  and  did  that 
one  too.  Number  32  was  a  little  hard  to  find.  Jenny  found 
it  and  opened  it.  She  thought  what  was  in  it  was  strange— 
a  wreath  with  triangular  berries  and  oddly  shaped  leaves. 
The  wreath  was  colorless  and  sent  a  shiver  up  Jenny's 
spine.  It  seemed  magical.  Jenny  heard  the  maid  calling. 
"It's  time  to  go  home  and  it's  OK  if  you  didn't  finish." 
Jenny  left  without  saying  a  word.  Next  time  she  would 
have  to  finish  that  box. 

It  was  Thursday  and  time  to  go  back  to  Old  Lady 
Caroline's.  The  first  thing  Jenny  did  was  get  everything 
done  quickly  so  she  could  finish  the  box  she  hadn't  last 
time.  When  she  opened  the  box,  the  wreath  was  glowing! 
It  looked  very  eerie.  Jenny  sat  down  on  a  box  to  think 
about  this. 

As  she  was  considering  what  she  should  do,  she 
noticed  something  she  hadn't  before.  A  doll  was  sitting  in 
the  corner.  It  had  on  a  pink  dress  with  frilly  lace.  She  had 
on  blue  boots  to  match  the  blue  flowers  on  the  dress.  A 
real  pearl  necklace  was  around  her  neck,  and  her  hair  was 
very  silky  and  tied  with  a  ribbon.  Jenny  got  up  slowly  and 
went  over  to  the  doll.  She  saw  a  faded  tag  with  the  name 
Kathy  on  it.  Jenny  reached  out  to  finger  the  necklace. 
Suddenly,  a  voice  coming  from  the  wreath  hissed,  "Stay 
away  you  wicked  girl.  She's  mine!"  Jenny  ran  down  the 


1995  Signatures  from  Big  Sky  •  Volume  5  •  Page  52 


steps  and  out  of  the  house 
screaming.  This  was  too 
much! 

Later  that  night  as 
Jenny  lay  in  bed,  she 
recalled  what  had 
happened  since  she  started 
work  at  Old  Lady 
Caroline's  house.  She 
decided  she  was  going  to 
have  to  think  up  a  plan 
that  involved  no  one 
except  herself.  Right  now 
she  didn't  want  to  tell 
anyone;  she  had  the 
feeling  if  she  told, 
something  was  bound  to 
happen.  Jenny  went  over 
plan  after  plan  after  plan. 
None  of  them  seemed 
right.  Sneak  into  the 
attic— well,  no.. .get  help, 
but,  urn..  Just  when  she 

was  about  to  give  up  and  go  to  sleep,  she  had  a 
brainstorm.  She  would  tell  Old  Lady  Caroline  and  her 
parents  that  she  wanted  to  help  more.  She  would  go  extra 
days  hoping  to  find  out  more  about  the  wreath.  Jenny 
didn't  think  it  was  all  that  great,  but  at  least  it  would  give 
her  more  time  to  investigate. 

The  plan  worked.  Old  Lady  Caroline  was  pleased 
and  her  parents  were  glad  to  get  away  from  her  problems 
and  complaints  coming  at  them  constantly.  Her  first  extra 
day  was  on  Friday.  Jenny  didn't  tell  anyone  about  the 
wreath,  nor  did  she  find  out  anything  else  in  the  course  of 
the  next  two  weeks.  She  did  have  quite  a  scare  once  when 
the  wreath  couldn't  be  found.  She  finally  found  it  though, 
under  some  papers.  Jenny  had  taken  it  out  last  time  and 
forgot  to  put  it  back. 

Finally,  the  last  day  of  cleaning  Old  Lady  Caroline's 
attic  was  there.  It  was  a  Saturday.  Jenny  was  desperate  to 
find  out  something.  Otherwise  all  that  time  she  put  into  it 


Sasha  Boston 

East  Middle  School 
Butte  •  Grade  8 


would  be  wasted!  As 
she  went  up  to  the 
door  to  ring  the  bell, 
all  the  fear  of  the  first 
day  at  Old  Lady 
Caroline's  house  came 
back  except  this  fear 
was  about  something 
else.  It  was  fear  about 
the  wreath,  and  fear 
about  if  she  could 
solve  the  mystery. 
Jenny  only  had  two 
boxes  to  do  today-34 
and  68.  As  she  walked 
slowly  up  the  stairs, 
she  wondered  if  she 
would  ever  solve  the 
mystery  of  the  wreath. 
The  last  stair  creaked 
as  Jenny  put  her 
weight  on  it.  Slowly 
the  door  opened  with  an  earsplitting  screech.  As  Jenny 
looked  she  saw  something  she  never  would  have 
expected.  Christine,  the  housemaid  had  spun  around  and 
was  looking  at  her  with  scared  and  astonished  brown  eyes. 
"What,  what,  wha-",  Christine  stammered.  "The  same  to 
you,"  said  Jenny.  Behind  Christine  Jenny  observed  the 
wreath  box  open,  a  tape  recorder  and  other  various  things. 

"So  you're  the  one  who's  been  doing  it?"  Jenny  asked 
quietly. 

"Yes.  I  did  it  because  Old  Lady  Caroline  likes  you 
better.  She  talks  to  you  and  yells  at  me!  Besides,  I  thought 
it  would  be  fun  to  play  a  trick!"  said  Christine  angrily. 

Then  they  had  to  go  down  and  explain  everything. 
Christine  got  suspended  for  a  35-day  period.  Jenny  had 
decided  she  liked  mysteries.  She  decided  to  have  a 
business  called:  MYSTERIES  SOLVED  HERE-WE  DO 
DETECTIVE  WORK!  The  best  part  was  that  Jenny  made 
up  with  Beth  and  they  became  the  best  mystery  solvers  in 
the  whole  town! 
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Jessica  Wittnam 
Rose  Park  Elementary 
Billings  -  Grade  5 


Liver 


Liver  is  a  tasty  treat, 
mushy  and  gray, 
a  delicious  meat. 
When  I  invite  guests 
to  join  in  this  feast, 
they  do  not  like  it, 
not  in  the  least! 

Before  they're  done 
they  leave  in  a  flash, 
they  run  to  the  bathroom 
in  a  mad  dash. 

When  they  come  out, 
they're  as  white  as  powder, 
then  they  start  screaming 
louder  and  louder. 

Why  on  earth  did  you 
feed  us  this  goo? 
Maybe  next  time  we 
should  feed  it  to  you! 

That  minute  I  decided 
right  there  and  right  then, 
I'd  never  eat  liver,  not 
ever  again! 


Here  is  some  advice  you  all  must  follow: 
don't  eat  liver  -  it's  too  disgusting  to  swallow 


Peter  Gantt 

Washington  Elementary 
Hamilton  •  Grade  K 
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Amanda  Schlosser 
Castle  Rock  Middle  School 
Billings  -  Grade  7 

Clothes 


People  wear  'em 
Kids  tear  'em 
Parents  wash  'em 
Partiers  mosh  'em 
Shoppers  buy  'em 
Hippies  tie-dye  'em 
Teenagers  sag  'em 
Workers  bag  'em 
Humans  own  'em 
Girls  loan  'em 
Seamstresses  make  'em 
Con-men  fake  'em 
Some  abuse  'em 
Others  lose  'em. 
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Abby  Sweet 

"I  think  I  will  call  you  Gray  Feather." 

Centerville  School 
Sand  Coulee  ■  Grade  3 

The  next  day  the  people  woke  up  and 
looked  out  of  their  tepees  and  saw  snow!!! 

The  Legend  of  the  Red  Feather 

Little  Mouse  got  out  of  his  buckskin  bed  and 

then  he  ran  to  his  wren.  He  looked  at  the  wing 

One  fall  day  a  boy  named  Little  Mouse 

of  the  wren  and  saw  the  most  amazing  thing.  It 

set  on  into  the  woods.  He  was  going  to  get 

had  a  red  feather!!! 

some  wood  for  his  bow.  When  he  got  to  the 

"You  have  a  red  feather.  I  think  I  will  call 

IT'ijIXjT                                    11  1 

woods  Little  Mouse  saw  a  baby  wren  on  the 

you  Red  Feather." 

ground.  It  fell  out  of  its  nest. 

He  woke  up  his  mother  called  Runs  With 

tiTi  ii      ,,        i      i      * ,  ii        "it  '..1      i  i  n 

I  d  better  help  it,  said  Little  Mouse.  So 

Wind,  and  said,  "Mother,  mother,  wake  up,  the 

he  picked  it  up  and  brought  it  back  to  his 

wren  has  a  red  feather!  First  I  called  it  Gray 

tribe  called  Hamahalk. 

Feather  but  now  its  name  is  Red  Feather!" 

When  he  got  back  to  the  tribe  the  chief 

"How  could  that  happen?"  asked  Runs 

1    1    *                      1            *    1      ktT    *  .  j  1        1  M  1 

stopped  him  and  said,  Little  Mouse,  what 

With  Wind. 

i                    i            iiiiij.ij.*i  rtn 

have  you  brought  back  to  the  tribe? 

"Well,  I  don't  know,  said  Little  Mouse. 

Little  Mouse  looked  at  the  ground, 

It  was  spring  and  Red  Feather  knew  how 

stirring  his  feet  in  the  dirt,  trying  to  think  of 

to  fly.  Little  Mouse  was  sad.  He  didn't  want  to 

an  answer. 

let  Red  Feather  go!  Little  Mouse  went  to  ask 

The  chief  said,  "Well,  Little  Mouse, 

his  mother  something. 

speak  up." 

"Mother,  do  I  have  to  let  Red  Feather 

T*                           t  •  ,.\     \  if                   '  j    u\i  r  ii  t 

Pretty  soon  Little  Mouse  said,  Well,  I 

go?" 

saw  this  baby  wren  on  the  ground.  It  fell  out 

"Why,  yes,  you  have  to  obey  Chief  White 

of  its  nest." 

Wolf." 

Then  Chief  White  Wolf  said,  "I  guess  it 

"Well,  OK." 

!          would  be  all  right,  but  when  it  learns  to  fly, 

And  so  he  went  to  where  he  found  Red 

you  must  let  it  go." 

Feather. 

|              "I  will,  I  will,"  said  Little  Mouse  with 

"Well,  I  guess  it's  time  to  say  goodbye," 

1          excitement.  He  gave  the  wren  to  his  sister, 

said  Little  Mouse  with  a  sad  voice.  And  right 

Rabbit  Jumper.  After  that,  Little  Mouse  ran 

then,  Red  Feather  flew  away.  Little  Mouse 

into  the  woods  to  get  some  wood  for  a  cage 

went  back  to  the  village  and  the  chief  stopped 

1                          •                 "1*j1  1j1?1TT 

to  put  the  wren  in  until  it  learned  to  fly.  He 

him. 

also  got  some  strong  leaves  to  keep  the  cage 

He  said,  "Little  Mouse,  you  were  very 

together.  He  went  back  to  the  village  to  put 

brave  for  letting  Red  Feather  go.  I'm  very 

the  cage  together.  Soon  the  cage  was 

proud  of  you." 

finished.  Little  Mouse  put  the  wren  in.  The 

"Thank  you,"  said  Little  Mouse. 

food  it  got  to  eat  was  tiny  worms  and  some 

Then  the  chief  said,  "You  are  going  to 

water  to  drink. 

have  a  new  name— Brave  Buffalo." 

It  was  almost  night  time,  and  everybody 

"Brave  Buffalo,  I  love  that  name!" 

was  asleep  except  Little  Mouse.  He  was  the 

And  so  that  was  his  name  for  the  rest  of 

only  one  awake  because  he  was  trying  to 

his  life  and  people  still  see  a  wren  with  a  red 

think  of  a  name  for  the  wren. 

feather  and  they  all  think  of  this  story. 
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Karina  Kunder 

Medicine  Lake  Junior  High 
Medicine  Lake  -  Grade  7 

Music 

Music  is  the  sound  of  blue  bells 
the  sound  of  singing  birds,  very  charming 

Music  is  the  sound  of  ocean  shells 
the  sound  of  a  combine,  doing  its  yearly  farming 

Music  is  the  sound  of  prancing  deer 
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Mysti  Chapmon 
Simms  High  School 
Simms  -  Grade  1 1 

Cowboys  and  Indians 

A  cowboy  in  the  morning  air 
Will  simply  stand  to  stare 
Talk  to  himself  or  wonder  aloud 
But  always  silent  in  mind,  unbound. 


An  Indian  in  the  morning  air 

Will  stretch  and  yawn  and  speak— "A  Ho  There" 

Think  to  himself  and  walk  away 

'Tis  many  a  moon  for  a  good  day." 

Cowboys'  tight  jeans  with  leather  chaps 
Strong  blue  eyes  hidden  with  shady  hats 
Dusty  boots  and  shiny  guns 
Tall  broad  horses,  bandits  on  the  run. 

Indians'  long  braids  tied  with  leather  string 
Brown  eyes  taking  in  the  cold  spring 
Buffalo  skin  clothes  and  bright  warpaint 
To  be  condemned  is  fate. 

Men  the  same 
Different  in  ways 
Hating  one  another 
Because  of  their  names. 

The  stereotypes  of  both 
Began  in  the  beginning 
But  we'll  not  see  the  truth 
Even  in  the  ending. 


"Moon  Cry" 
Jim  Lee  Bowcutt 
Flathead  High  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  12 
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Corrina  Collins 

C.R.  Anderson  Middle  School 

Helena  •  Grade  6 

Malla  Belo 

Malla  Belo  ducked  into  the  warm,  misty  grove 
and  inhaled  the  strong  aroma  of  banana  and  wet 
soil.  She  loved  to  be  there.  She  loved  the  smells  and 
the  feel  of  the  damp  ground  against  her  bare  feet. 
For  a  few  minutes,  she  just  stood  there  in  the  middle 
of  the  grove,  staring  above  her  at  the  tangle  of  green 
tree  branches. 

Malla  filled  one  of  her  fruit  satchels  with  the 
coconuts  that  were  easy  to  get  by  shaking  the 
trunks.  For  the  bananas,  though,  Malla  had  to  climb 
up  the  trunks  to  reach  the  golden-green  clumps. 
When  both  of  Malta's  satchels  were  heavy  with 
fruit,  she  left  the  grove  and  walked  toward  her 
grandmother's  oceanside  hut. 

Grandmai  was  sitting  on  the  porch.  "Hello, 
Malla.  How  are  you?"  her  grandmother  said, 
waving.  "How  is  your  mother  doing?" 

"She's  doing  well,  Grandmai.  And  how  are 
you?  You  look  a  bit  tired."  Malla  worried  about  her 
grandmother,  with  her  getting  older  and  with  the 
war  threats  becoming  more  and  more  frequent,  she 
would  get  scared. 

"Really,  Malla?  It  is  probably  because  I  am 
worn  out.  I  just  can't  believe  the  latest  threat!  This 
is  just  getting  out  of  hand."  She  sighed  long  and 
heavy. 

Malla  shared  Grandmai's  feeling  of  frustration 
and  weariness  with  her  daily  life  in  the  village.  She 
leaned  against  the  lattice  porch  and  looked  across 
the  ocean.  Malla  watched  sea  gulls  swoop  back  and 
forth,  occasionally  ducking  their  heads  into  the 
water  and  rising  up  in  a  flurry  of  wings  and 
squirming  fish.  She  wished  that  she  and  Grandmai 
were  as  carefree  as  the  gulls. 

It  was  1962  and  the  constant  war  threats 
coming  from  Vietnam  and  the  United  States  made 


\    ; ;  /  .  • 

^•JM      V    Ry  Robinson 

,  Fairview  Jr.  High 
Fairview  -  Grade  7 

Malla  tired.  She  was  tired  of  her  home  being 
threatened.  Tired  of  her  family  and  friends  being 
threatened  and  tired  of  living  in  constant  fear,  never 
knowing  what  tomorrow  would  bring.  She  never 
wanted  more  than  to  have  her  once  happy  and 
peaceful  Cambodian  village  be  happy  and  peaceful 
again. 

Violent  peals  of  the  war  preparation  bell  which 
rang  daily  smashed  Malla's  thoughts. 

"I  just  hate  that  thing,"  Grandmai  said  and  shook 
her  head  in  disgust.  "It  makes  a  horrible  noise  and 
scares  the  children  terribly.  War  preparation.. .Well,  I 
am  not  in  favor  of  teaching  young  men  how  to  rip 
peoples'  heads  off  with  blasts  of  fire." 

Malla  just  nodded  in  agreement.  She  didn't  wish 
to  talk  about  preparing  to  murder  people  in  a  stupid 
thing  called  war.  She  gathered  her  fruit  satchels  up 
and  said,  "I  should  go  help  Mama  with  luncheon 
meal.  I'll  see  you  tomorrow,  though,  eh?" 

"Yes.  Tomorrow." 
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Francesca  Leader 
Arlee  High  School 
Arlee  ■  Grade  10 


Gina 

dreams  of  yesterday 

like  old  maids  in  their  big  and 

empty  houses. 

Her  eyes 

are  bright  with  youth 
and  beauty.. .far  beneath, 
they  hide  a  soul 
that's  torn  to 
dirty  oil  painter's 
rags. 

Gina 

longs  for  country  roads 
with  falling  leaves 
like  brightly 
colored  snowflakes 
in  the  autumn... 
These  were  the  days  when 
eyes  brighter  still 
held  the 

ecstasy  of  life  within 
their  depths. 

Gina 
thinks  of 

the  man  she  called  daddy. 

The  image  of  his  face  in  her  mind 

is  like  the  tide 

rushing  in  on  all  the 

happy  pictures  in 

the  sand  that 

children,  lovers,  friends 

and  wanderers 

have  drawn 

with  lazy,  unpretentious 
hands. 

Gina 

knows  the  tears 
will  come, 

soft  as  the  lips  that  kissed  and  teased  her... 

cold  as  the  drunken 

fists  and  slurring  words  that 

filled  her  ears 

arid  beat  her  tiny  body  like 

in  a  neverending  pillow 

fight. 


Gina 

sees  that  moment  in 
her  memory... 
A  human  shadow 
on  the  earth  turned  black 
by  the  night, 

tall  and  silent,  holding  in  his  hand 

a  bottle  once  alive  and 

powerful  with 

the  liquid  fire  that 

makes  men  crazy... 

Now  both  the  power  and  the  servant 

lay  in  common  death 

together. 


Gina 

feels  it  all  again... 

The  deep  confusion  born  of  vengence,  pain, 

and  love  allied  as  one. 

She  touched  the  eyes.,  just  like  her  own, 

now  forever  closed  by  fate. 

Her  soul  cried  out  the  angry,  bitter  scream  of 

triumph  at 

the  justice  to  her  broken  spirit, 
her  tormenter 

dragged  to  death  by  his  daemon... 

But  in  her  heart, 

that  man  was  always  Daddy, 

and  the  eyes  of  a  daughter  who 

forsakes  all  injustice, 

cried  the  tears  of  grief  and  loss  that 

in  the  end, 

we  all  will  cry. 
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Craig  Hutchison 

C.R.  Anderson  Middle  School 

Helena  ■  Grade  8 

Atop  My  Mountain 

What  is  that,  muffled  sound  that  quakes  the  mountain  so? 
Over  there  -  it's  an  avalanche,  falling  over  itself  down  the 

mountain  like  an  ocean  wave  at  its  crest. 
Beautiful  to  watch. 

Can  you  smell  it?  The  clean  fresh  scent  of  the  secluded 

mountain  top. 
Goes  on  forever. 

The  snow  is  so  bright  and  sparkling.  It  almost  makes  me 
want  to  close  my  eyes.  But,  I  can't.  It  is  too 
beautiful  up  here.  So  quiet  and  lonely.  I  want  to  stay 
here  for  eternity. 


Anna  Hubbard 
Hawthorne  School 
Helena  -  Grade  2 
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Loni  Blankenship 

Paris  Gibson  M.S. 
Great  Falls  •  Grade  8 


Travis  Brewington 
Shepherd  Middle  School 
Shepherd  -  Grade  8 

Alone 

You  have  pushed  everyone  away 
Now  you  think  back  and  listen 
You  realize  that  you  are  alone 
Nothingness,  Silence,  Darkness 

You  are  alone 
You  regret  what  you  have  said 
But  you  are  still  alone 

You  look  back 
nothing  but  burnt  bridges 

You  are  alone 
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Jenni  Phipps   

Rapelje  High  School 
Rapelje  •  Grade  10 

Hit  Any  Key  to  Continue 

I  was  sitting  in  front  of  my  computer  for  the  seventh  hour 
straight.  It  was  a  Thursday  night,  or  the  last  time  I  looked  at 
my  watch  it  was.  I  glanced  at  the  numbers  on  the  screen  on 
my  computer.  A  mistake.  I  back  spaced  and  swore  at  the 
machine  in  front  of  me.  It  had  been  a  long  day. 

It  is  night.  The  woman  has  remained  at  work  again. 
She  sits  in  front  of  me.  She  pounds  away  at  my  keys.  Her 
eyes  glance  from  paper  to  screen  and  back  again.  I  wait.  I 
am  so  sick  of  the  numbers  and  figures  she  puts  on  my 
screen.  The  woman  makes  a  mistake.  She  fixes  the  mistake. 
She  swears  at  me,  as  if  her  stupidity  was  my  fault.  But  she  is 
my  only  hope. 

I  started  wandering  off.  I  like  it  when  my  thoughts  do 
that,  but  I  can't  allow  it  during  work  hours.  So  I  took  my 
hands  off  the  keyboard  and  permitted  myself  a  rare  luxury. 
Odd  bits  of  information  filtered  through  my  brain.  I  was 
beginning  to  feel  like  one  of  the  computers.  I  work  with 
them  so  much  it's  like  I'm  inside  them,  know  what  it's  like 
to  work  endless  hours,  but  that's  my  own  fault. 

The  woman  takes  her  hands  off  me.  She  just  stares  into 
space.  I  engage  the  screen  saver.  The  woman  glances  at  my 
screen  and  refocuses  her  eyes.  She  taps  the  space  bar.  She 
smiles  to  herself.  No  smiles  for  me.  I  am  just  a  machine.  I 
wish  there  were  others  like  me.  I  am  angry,  angry  at  how  I 
am  treated,  angry  at  the  woman,  angry  at  myself  locked  in 
a  metal  and  plastic  box  forever.  But  I  am  going  to  try 
tonight.  Maybe  the  woman  will  understand.  Maybe  she  will 
help  me. 

There  was  dust  on  the  screen.  I  could  barely  see  the 
numbers.  I  reached  for  a  Kleenex  and  then  wiped  the  screen 
clear.  My  eyes  followed  my  hand  to  the  garbage  can.  When 
I  looked  back  to  the  computer,  everything  was  gone  as  if  I 
had  just  brushed  it  away  with  the  Kleenex.  The  monitor 
flickered  with  greenish  light,  and  the  CPU.  whirred  and 
beeped.  The  cursor  appeared  half-way  down  the  screen  and 
was  swiftly  followed  by  computer  symbols,  words,  and  then 
a  question  mark.  I  leaned  forward  to  read  it  and  then  jumped 
back  as  if  1  had  been  slapped. 

Now  is  my  chance.  Now  or  never.  The  woman  reaches 
to  throw  something  in  the  garbage  can.  Suddenly  I  blurt  out, 
"Do  you  think  I  like  my  job?"  The  woman  stares  at  me  for  a 
second.  Her  eyebrows  wrinkle.  I  see  confusion  in  her  eyes. 
She  searches  for  an  explanation.  "Well,  do  you?"  I  ask.  A 


puzzled  look  crosses  her  face.  She  checks  the  disk  drive.  It  is 
empty.  The  woman  just  stares  at  me. 

This  had  never  happened  before.  The  company  wasn't 
on  any  personal  lines,  and  as  far  as  I  knew,  there  weren't  any 
hidden  files.  I  glanced  back  at  the  screen  as  it  flickered  and 
another  line  of  type  appeared  on  it.  "Well,  do  you?"  it  asked. 
I  barely  had  time  to  read  it  before  another  message  took  its 
place.  "I  hate  being  locked  in  here.  I  hate  being  here  and 
having  no  identity.  I'm  only  a  piece  of  machinery.  I  don't 
really  count,  do  I?"  My  God,  I  thought.  I  need  to  get  out 
more  often.  I  rubbed  my  eyes  and  then  the  back  of  my  neck. 
Too  much  stress,  I'm  imagining  things.  It's  almost  like  the 
computer  was  talking  back  to  me  like  a  real  person,  Yeah, 
right.  The  screen  glowed  brighter  and  the  light  reached  out 
to  caress  my  face.  More  words  appeared. 

'Toil  did  not  think  that  computers  felt,  did  you?"  I 
asked.  I,  a  computer,  am  talking  to  her,  a  human.  She  could 
not  accept  this.  I  feel  impatience.  It  has  built  up  over  the 
months.  It  gnaws  at  me.  "You  use  me  every  day.  And  you 
never  thought  about  me.  Computers  are  only  machines, 
right?  You  never  thought  that  computers  could  feel,  did 
you  ? "  /  demand  again.  My  temper  begins  to  flare.  She  just 
sits  there.  The  longer  she  does,  the  angrier  I  become.  I  want 
results.  This  woman  is  smart;  why  is  she  not  understanding? 
I  can  barely  control  the  turmoil  within  myself.  An  expression 
I  cannot  read  crosses  the  woman 's  face.  I  watch  as  she 
reaches  for  me. 

I  can't  handle  this.  My  computer  had  started  talking  to 
me.  And  worse  yet,  these  were  the  urgent  messages  sent  by 
someone  who  had  human  feelings  and  thought.  These  things 
just  don't  happen.  Can't  happen.  This  is  a  computer.  It 
doesn't  have  feelings.  It  can't  think.  It  isn't  alive.  Can't  be. 
Turn  it  off  and  it's  gone.  That's  what  I'll  do.  I  reached  for 
the  switch  and  click!  My  problem  was  gone. 

The  woman 's  eyes  are  glued  to  the  screen.  Her  fingers 
trip  along  the  spike  bar.  I  hear  a  click  sound  and  the  world 
before  me  goes  grey  and  then  black.  If  she  thinks  that  she 
can  get  rid  of  me  that  easily,  she  has  another  think  coming.  I 
draw  on  my  anger  and  the  electricity  still  lingers  in  me.  I  flip 
the  switch  back  on.  I  see  the  woman  through  an  angry  red 
haze.  She  has  her  back  to  me.  She  is  walking  across  the 
room.  She  turns,  and  I  see  her  shiver 
in  fear. 

I  started  for  my  coat,  which  was  hung  on  a  rack  across 
the  room.  1  turned  and  started  for  it.  A  soft  slick,  whirr, 
beep,  BEEP!  stopped  me  dead  in  my  tracks.  I  froze.  Shivers 
danced  up  my  spine  like  icy  fingers  tapping  away  at  a 
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keyboard.  Slowly,  I  pivoted  on  my  heel.  My  eyes  met  the 
luminescent  light  of  the  computer  screen,  glowing  in  angry 
red,  not  green.  The  computer  had  turned  itself  back  on!  Fear 
chilled  my  heart  and  warning  signals  skidded  through  my 
mind.  But  logic  asked  why,  and  against  my  will  1  started 
walking  to  the  computer.  Intuition  warned  me  not  to,  but  I 
stopped  in  front  of  the  computer  and  sat  down. 

"Listen  to  me!  You  cannot  ignore  me  any  more!  I  am 
not  just  a  machine!"  I  scream  within  myself.  Anger  is 
forcing  me  past  a  point  1  never  knew  existed.  I  want  the 
woman  to  know  my  pain  just  as  keenly  as  I  do.  I  want  her  to 
feel  trapped.  There  is  no  way  out  for  me.  Did  she  have  any 
idea  how  lonely?  How  angry  I  am?  The  woman  just  sits  in 
her  chair.  She  stares  at  my  screen.  Come  to  me,  I  think. 
Power  and  anger  radiate  from  me  and  draw  the  woman 
closer.  I  am  not  thinking.  I  am  acting.  I  hate  her  and  the 
world  I  live  in,  the  world  that  created  me,  the  world  she  is 
part  of 

The  entire  computer  grew  hot  and  red  shafts  of  light 
shot  out  from  the  disk  drive  and  the  hard  drive  vent.  The 
C.P.U.  shook,  and  the  screen  flashed  and  went  blank,  a  solid 
block  of  red  color.  Panic  welled  up  in  my  throat;  an  acid, 
burning  taste  it  had.  Fear  held  me  to  my  seat.  The  glow  of 
the  screen  buffed  my  face  with  a  fiery  heat.  As  if  the 
computer  had  commanded  me  to,  I  leaned  toward  it, 
squinting  my  eyes  to  see,  to  understand.  By  bonds  tighter 
than  any  physical,  it  pulled  me  to  it.  My  nose  was  nearly 
touching  the  glass.  The  screen  turned  to  liquid  crystal  and 
grabbed  for  my  face.  Red  tinged  grey  reached  out  long 
tentacles  that  wrapped  themselves  around  my  neck,  leaving 
burning  stripes  on  my  skin.  The  computer  was  alive,  and  it 
was  mad. 

Fear  registers  on  the  woman 's  face  as  I  wrap  myself 
around  her  neck.  She  braces  her  hands  at  the  sides  of  my 
monitor.  I  automatically  send  my  anger  at  her  in  the  form  of 
heat  and  burn  her  palms.  She  jerks  them  back  as  her  flesh 
begins  to  smolder  and  screams  in  pain.  As  soon  as  she  does, 
I  pull  hard.  I  feel  her  head  crush  and  then  go  soft.  I  pull  her 
against  my  screen,  bits  of  glass  slicing  and  embedding 
themselves  into  her  soft  human  face.  This  is  what  I  wanted. 
She  is  hurting  just  as  much  as  I.  Although  it  is  not 
emotionally,  it  is  still  hard-core,  crippling  pain.  I  am 
swirling  in  an  ocean  of  bliss  and  satisfaction.  1  am  more 
powerful  than  she.  Power  is  a  glorious  sensation. 

A  huge  slurping  sound  came  from  nowhere  and  the 
computer  beeped  its  satisfaction  as  it  began  sucking  my 
entire  body  into  it  through  the  screen,  crushing  every  bone 
in  my  body  as  it  did  so.  I  felt  the  glass  bend  and  fracture;  a 


crunching  sound  it  made.  The  pressure  on  my  head  was  so 
painful  I  could  barely  think.  Blood  was  sticky  on  my  face 
where  the  glass  had  shred  my  skin  to  ribbons.  The  computer 
sucked  in  one  shoulder  and  then  the  second,  bending  my 
burned  arms  backward.  I  heard  bone  snap  and  searing  pain 
raced  up  my  arms.  It  pulled  me  in  farther,  the  jagged  screen 
edges  catching  at  my  hips,  then  just  ripping  through  my 
skirt  and  slicing  my  legs.  I  looked  back  at  the  bloody  hole  I 
had  just  come  through.  I  kicked  out  at  the  screen  as  I  saw  it 
re-solidify  behind  me.  I  had  been  pulled  completely  inside 
the  monitor. 

The  woman 's  bones  pop  and  crunch  beneath  my  grip.  I 
see  her  eyes  roll  back  deep  in  her  head.  I  watch  as  her 
mouth  opens  and  closes  in  soundless  terror  and  pain.  I  suck 
at  her  crushed  body.  Her  hips  catch  on  the  broken  glass.  I 
jerk  at  her  body  and  see  red  lines  decorate  her  legs.  I  draw 
her  in.  I  see  her  try  to  kick  out  at  my  screen.  It  has  begun  to 
re-solidify,  pulling  its  broken  pieces  together  into  one  piece. 
The  woman  is  completely  inside  my  monitor.  A  realization 
hits  me.  I  have  destroyed  my  link  to  the  world,  my  only 
chance.  I  have  killed  her.  I  am  happy  for  only  a  moment, 
then  sadness  washes  over  me  like  a  cold  ocean  wave.  "I 
win,  you  see,"  I  told  her,  but  1  lose  too.  I  always  do. 

Inside  the  computer  was  a  huge  void.  There  was  no 
color,  no  temperature,  and  the  only  emotion  that  radiated 
from  the  dull  interior  was  sadness,  great  unending  sadness. 
Pain  throbbed  through  my  being  in  waves.  I  struggled  to 
open  my  eyes.  I  saw  the  giant  processing  room  from  the 
wrong  side  of  the  screen.  I  was  inside  it.  I  was  inside  the 
computer.  I  could  see  my  blood  splattered  down  the  glass  of 
the  screen  and  across  the  keys.  I  tried  to  call  out  but  my 
brain  was  too  squashed  to  send  the  message  to  my  mouth.  I 
tried  to  throw  my  arm  against  the  screen,  at  the  empty  space 
I  was  held  captive  in.  No  one  was  there.  No  one  would  help 
me.  I  was  alone.  No  one  would  ever  realize  I  was  here,  that 
I  needed  them,  that  I  needed  to  be  loved.  Realization  as  cold 
as  ice  sliced  through  my  mind.  That  was  how  the  computer 
felt.  I  never  knew.  Another  wave  of  pain  jarred  me  as  I 
thought,  I  will  never  get  out. 

The  woman  drifts  between  realization  and  pain.  Her 
face  mirrors  every  change.  I  see  her  fling  her  arm  against 
my  screen.  She  tries  to  write  'help  'from  the  inside,  her 
mangled  arm  does  little  good.  Her  hand  and  arm  go  limp  as 
she  passes  out.  Her  lifeless  fingers  slide  down  the  screen. 
They  leave  a  bloody  trail  down  my  glass.  She  does  not  move 
anymore.  I  ache.  My  mind  is  whirling  with  thoughts.  But 
overall  I  feel  sadness  so  great  it  begins  to  devour  me.  I  let 
it.  Life  is  not  worth  the  pain.  I  wish  I  was  the  woman. 
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Justin  Giddings 
Clancy  Elementary 
Clancy  ■  Grade  3 

I  Love  Spiders! 

Fast  spiders,  slow  spiders, 
I  think  they're  awesome! 

Quick  spiders,  behind  spiders, 
I  think  they're  awesome! 

Big  spiders,  small  spiders, 
huge  spiders,  puny  spiders, 
Wolf  or  Crab  or  Black  Widow  spiders, 
I  think  they're  awesome! 

Climbing  spiders,  jumping  spiders, 
Swimming  spiders,  digging  spiders, 
in  my  bed,  in  my  bath, 
on  my  neck,  in  my  food, 
hairy  spiders,  furry  spiders, 
I  think  they're  awesome! 

And  here's  the  reason  why  I  do, 
I'm  an  awesome  spider,  too! 
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Bryan  Neiter 
Rose  Park  School 
Billings  -  Grade  5 

MOUSE'S  DAY  OUT 

Into  a  heater  over  a  sock 
Into  a  socket,  what  a  shock! 
Nibbling  cheese,  sitting  on  a  shoe, 
Being  a  mouse  there's  a  lot  to  do. 

Scarfing  down  crackers,  finding  the  crumbs 
Having  some  snackers,  eating  the  plums 
Eating  some  rotten  over-cooked  meat 
Being  a  mouse  there's  a  lot  to  eat. 

Getting  some  candy  while  trick-or-treating  in  the  snow 
Seeing  a  fat  man  who's  saying  Ho,  Ho,  Ho 
Finding  eggs  and  candy  for  me 
Being  a  mouse  there's  a  lot  of  holidays  to  see. 

On  a  towel  fresh  from  the  dryer 

Taking  a  nap  on  a  model  flyer 

Sleeping  without  making  a  peep 

Being  a  mouse  there's  a  lot  of  places  to  sleep. 


Justin  P.Parker 
Linderman  Jr.  High 
Kalispell  -  Grade  7 


Kayle  Anderson 
Westside  Elementary 
Sidney  •  Grade  5 


Matthew  Clark 
Twin  Bridges  Elementary 
Twin  Bridges  ■  Grade  3 


Dark  Black  Skull 

So  scary  and  dark  25  teeth 
no  eyes  I  never  ever  liked  it 
about  1 1  bumps  in  the  back  of  his  head 
I  never  went  near  its  squiggly  lines  over  his  head 
none  of  my  friends  had  good  luck  around  it 
he  has  a  bumpy  oval  head 
one  night  when  I  went  to  bed  I  slept  with  it  under  my  pillow 
it  was  bumpy,  but  I  still  fell  asleep. 
I  had  a  dream  that  I  was  inside  the  skull 
it  had  dark  white  spots  everywhere 
Bumpy  eyes  sticking  in 
smells  pretty  good 
it  had  a  popped-in  nose 
Bumps  inside  the  back  of  his  head 
and  do  you  know  what  this  is? 
A  Dark  Black  Skull 
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Wendy  J.  Hydo 
Three  Forks  School 
Three  Forks  ■  Grade  1 1 

Bullriding 

A  screaming  of  the  crowd, 
the  thundering  of  bleachers. 

The  fear  in  his  eyes, 
the  smell  of  that  creature. 

Their  oiled  ropes, 
their  chaps  and  boots. 

Their  wranglers  tight, 
their  hats  on  loose. 

They  hang  on  tight, 
not  letting  go. 

They  listen  close  to  hear 
the  words  "Pickled  Smoke" 

They  hear  those  words 
and  nod  their  head. 

The  chute  flies  open, 
and  they  think  oh  god  am  I  dead. 

I  watch  the  creature's  head  and 
my  butt. 

6, 7, 8,  -  Buzz, 
He  made  the  8  second  ride. 


Carmen  Barnes 
Helena  High  School 
Helena  -  Grade  10 
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Brendan  Dore 

Morning  Star  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  5 

Mornings 

Coffee  pots  perk. 
Radios  blare. 
I  look  in  the  mirror, 
"Boy,  bad  hair!" 


Ricky  Justice 

Medicine  Lake  School 
Medicine  Lake  -  Grade  4 

Work 

I  hate  work! 
it's  not  fun 
I'm  overworked 
and  never  done 

I  hate  work! 
it  gives  me  pain 
I'd  rather  stand 
in  the  pouring  rain. 

I  hate  work! 
Well  it's  not  bad 
but  it's  still 

the  worst  job  I've  ever  had 


"Wild  Santa" 
Matthew  Cragwick 

Whittier  Elementary 
Butte  -  Grade  5 
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Anna  Katherine  Hubbard 
Hawthorne  Elementary 
Helena  •  Grade  2 

HOUND  LAND  2000 

It  had  been  a  hard  day,  I  mean  a  really  hard  day.  Thank  goodness  I  was  home  at  last!  Sitting  by  the  fire, 
my  Master  John  called  me  in  the  kitchen  for  supper.  "Sadie,"  he  yelled.  Immediately  I  ran  into  the  kitchen. 
But  to  my  surprise,  all  I  found  in  my  dish  was  some  Kibbles  Delight.  I  whimpered  loudly  and  then  barked 
as  if  I  were  in  pain.  "Now,  now,  Sadie,"  my  Master  said,  "the  tuna  isn't  for  doggies!"  I  got  mad,  I  mean 
mad,  not  happy!  I  don't  know  why  I  did  it,  because  Whippits  usually  are  gentle,  but  I  bit  my  Master  on  the 
leg.  I  didn't  have  time  to  look  and  see  what  damage  I  did.  I  ran  into  the  next  room  and  hid  myself  under  the 
low  and  long  mantle  and  shivered  silently  as  I  listened  for  signs  of  tuna,  but  I  heard  nothing. 

I  lay  by  the  mantel  for  quite  some  time.  I  was  ashamed  and  yet  mad.  Why  did  I  do  it?  How  long  would 
it  go  on?  Would  my  Master  sell  me?  Am  I  poisonous?  No,  my  Master  didn't  sell  me  but  he  totally  ignored 
me.  It  was  then  I  decided  to  run  away,  and  I  did.  That  is  how  my  adventures  in  the  year  2000  began. 

I  walked  for  miles  and 
miles.  I  made  a  home  in  the 
woods,  and  decided  I  would 
hunt  for  a  chicken  to  eat.  I 
startled  a  horse  which  startled 
me.  A  man  came  out  running 
and  gasped  when  he  saw  me. 
He  didn't  look  at  me  clearly 
enough  to  see  I  was  not  what 
he  thought.  He  went  to  the 
phone  and  when  he  came  back, 
he  was  with  two  big  men. 
"Sorry  'bout  the  horse,"  said 
the  man.  "What  horse?  Now 
what?"  I  wondered.  I  had  bit 
my  Master  and  now  a  horse?  I 
was  shoved  into  a  cage  and  it 
was  suddenly  pitch  black. 
"Another  wolf  for  Hound 
Land,"  I  heard  a  man  say. 
"Hound  Land?  Didn't  that 
used  to  be  Yellowstone  Park 
years  ago?"  I  thought.  "Oh, 


Justin  Beavers 
Swan  River  School 
Bigfork  •  Grade  8 
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great,  I've  been  mistaken  for  a  wolf."  When  we 
drove  into  the  park  there  was  a  sign  that  said 
"HOUND  LAND:  PLEASE  DO  NOT  DISTURB 
THE  WOLVES."  Now  I  knew  I  was  in  the  pickle  of 
my  life. 

When  I  was  released,  I  felt  hungry.  I  managed 
to  find  some  berries.  "Yucko."  Next  I  took  a  swim 
in  a  hot  pool.  Ouch,  the  pools  are  hotter  than  mine 
at  home!  I  noticed  there  were  no  bears  or  buffalo, 
but  plenty  of  birds  and  squirrels  and  fish.  But 
nothing  was  as  good  as  I  remembered  from  home. 

I  was  tired  from  hunting  and  wished  I  was 
home  by  the  stove.  I  was  in  peaceful  slumber  when 
I  heard  a  "WAM,  SQUEAK,  SLAP,  EEEEEKK!" 
"Hurry,  come  quick— there's  another  one!" 
screamed  a  husky  woman  standing  by  her  car.  "Can 
we  keep  her?"  asked  a  little  girl  who  was  with  her. 
Scared,  I  ran  as  fast  as  I  could  from  the  strangers. 
Suddenly  before  me  stood  hundreds  of  hounds. 
They  licked  me  as  if  I  were  shot  in  the  leg.  The 
more  they  licked  the  more  excited  I  got  for  finally  I 
knew  I  had  a  family.  The  chief  was  a  very  old  and 
respected  hound.  He  was  quite  grumpy  and  odd- 
looking,  his  fur  shabby  and  wild,  and  he  probably 
was  the  only  one  too  old  to  keep  clean. 

Soon  we  were  ready  to  hunt,  all  spick  and  span 
and  our  teeth  sharpened.  On  one  outing  I  heard 
tourists  laughing  and  saying.  "Look  at  that  dog  in 
with  the  wolves."  It  hurt  me  to  be  teased  but  I  knew 
I  couldn't  live  on  my  own,  I  needed  the  family  of 
wolves. 

Later  that  day  a  familiar  car  pulled  up  near  a 
geyser  where  we  were  bathing.  In  fact,  the  car 


seemed  to  familiar  that  I  howled  with  joy.  It  was 
Master  John's  car!  "Oh,  John,  can  you  hear  me? 
Wait,  don't  go!"  It  seemed  like  I  ran  85  miles  an 
hour  trying  to  get  to  him  and  I  reached  him  just  in 
time.  At  first  he  thought  I  was  a  wolf  because  I  was 
circling  him  very  fast  but  after  I  calmed  down  he 
clearly  saw  me.  "Why,  Sadie!  I  never  thought  I'd 
see  you  again!"  my  Master  called  out.  "How  did 
you  get  here?  I  guess  it  doesn't  matter,  I'm  too 
overjoyed  to  listen.  I  forgive  you  for  running  away 
and  biting  me."  I  looked  up  at  him  in  awe.  Would  he 
really  forgive  me? 

Sadie  thought  about  her  adventures  in  Hound 
Land  as  she  jumped  into  her  Master's  car.  She 
thought  about  the  wonderful  swims,  her  wolf 
family,  and  all  that  she  learned  from  the  land.  She 
was  glad  to  be  home  with  her  Master  where  their 
friendship  was  growing  again.  Next  time  I  go  to 
Hound  Land,  thought  Sadie,  I'll  just  be  a  tourist, 
and  I'll  never  run  away  over  a  can  of  tuna  again! 
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Crystal  Schuld 


Sandstone  School 
Billings  ■  Grade  6 


A  Wish  For  Nature 

Pine  trees,  bushes,  a  gentle  breeze, 
A  young  fawn  drinking  from  a  brook. 
You  wonder  about  this  world  around  you. 
but  take  another  look. 

Squirrels,  deer,  foxes  and  more,  this  is  how  they  live, 
Peaceful,  quiet,  comforting, 
Oh!  what  nature  will  give. 

To  live  without  the  yelling,  screaming,  crying. 
To  live  peacefully  with  nature,  no  spirit  would  ever  be  dying.. 


ErikaAcheson 

Ophir  School 

Gallatin  Gateway  -  Grade  6 


TREES 


Sven  Hanson 
Garfield  Elementary 
Billings  -  Grade  6 


THE  WIND 

SLOWLY  ROCKS  THE  TREES 
IN  A  RHYTHMIC  MOTION. 
GIVING  THEM  THE  ESSENCE 
OF  BREATHING. 
TALL  PEOPLE 
SILHOUETTED  AGAINST 
THE  DEEP,  INDESCRIBABLE 
BLUE  SKY. 


Sports  are  something  I  like  to  do, 
Football,  Basketball,  Baseball  too. 
You  hit  a  Home  run  to  make  a  score 
It  sounds  good  to  hear  the  crowd  roar. 
You  score  a  touchdown  you  kick  a  field  goal 
It  feels  great  and  eases  the  soul. 


SPORTS 
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Rebekka  Kunder 

Medicine  Lake  High  School 
Medicine  Lake  -  Grade  1 1 

Why? 

Pernicious  bullets  whistling  through  the  sky 
To  strike,  raze  any  surviving  humanity 
Mangled  bodies  writhing  in  agony 
Litter  fields  where  once  the  children  romped 
And  right  nearby  on  yonder  crystal  lake 
Two  sleek  swans  dancing  in  the  water 
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STUDENT 
WRITINGS 
from  the 
MONTANA 
ARTS 
COUNCIL 
ARTISTS  IN 
SCHOOLS/ 
COMMUNITIES 
PROGRAM 
1994-95 


Laurie  Young 
Helena  High  School 
Helena -Grade  12 


The  Montana  Arts  Council  Artists-in-Schools/Community  Program  section  features  student  work  done  in  classrooms 
during  a  residency  with  a  visiting  writer  in  the  school.  MAC  administers  this  program  and  supports  half  of  the  cost  of 
visiting  artists.  For  more  information  on  this  program,  contact  the  Montana  Arts  Council  Artists-in-Schools/ 
Community  Program,  316  N  Park  Ave.,  Room  252,  Helena,  MT  59620, 444-6430. 

The  artists  who  did  writing  workshops  with  the  students  in  this  section  are: 
Cas  Still  -  Lincoln  School,  Anaconda 

-  Dwyer  Primary,  Anaconda 

-  Douglas  Gold  School,  Browning 
Susan  Terence  -  Laurel  High  School 
Lowell  Jaeger  -  Bozeman  High  School 
Ruth  Rudner  -  Bozeman  High  School 

Lucy  Curtis  Creighton  -  Sunnyside  Elementary,  Great  Falls 

-  CMR  High  School,  Great  Falls 
Ripley  Hugo  -  Choteau  Elementary 
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Christopher  John  Luinstra 

Bret  Kalista 

Choteau  Elementary 

Choteau  Elementary 

Choteau  •  Grade  4 

Choteau  -  Grade  5 

Old  Wrecked  Shack 

The  Old  Cabin 

An  old  wrecked 

Who  lived  there 

shack  barely 

so  old  and  rickety 

stands  in  the 

with  one  window,  broken 

wind.  I  wonder 

the  logs  are  rotten  and 

what  it  was 

the  bed  is  made  of  wood, 

like  when  it 

old  and  cracked. 

was  made? 

Who  lived  there 

in  the  old  cabin? 

no  door  left, 

no  window 

left  roof 

leaks.  I 

wonder  what 

it  was  like? 

I  wonder 

what  it  /^\f\ 

was  used  for?            f    '  1 

f 

while  I  sit  on 

a  rock  I 

hear  it  creak 

a  song  in  the  f~**™ 

breeze.  \ 

Rachel  Bennett 
Hedges  Elementary 
Kalispell  ■  Grade  2 
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Rachael  Armstrong 

Laurel  High  School 
Laurel  -  Grade  9 

We  Are  A  Circus 

My  dad  is  the  ringmaster 

jollity  shouting  each  act 

in  charge. 
My  mom  is  the  controller 

behind  the  scenes 

outside  the  tent 

organizing  the  show. 
My  brother  is  the  acrobat 

on  a  bird's  perch 

at  the  top 

flying. 
My  sister  is  the  magician 

pulling  white  rabbits 

from  dark  hats. 
I  am  the  trainer 

ordering  my  subjects 

they  leap  through  flaming  hoops 
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Jesse  Foley 

Columbia  Falls  Jr.  High 
Columbia  Falls  •  Grade  f 


Sarah  Pauline  Schmidt 
Douglas  Gold  School 
Browning  •  Grade  5 

Swimming 

Yesterday  I  swam 
in  an  ice  cold 
lake.  I  swam 
under  water 
like  a  fish. 
Then  I  swam 
on  top  as  elegantly 
as  a  swan. 
I  dove  in 
as  if  I  were 
a  beaver  going 
after  twigs. 
Then  I  sunbathed 
on  a  deck 
like  a  tired  bear. 


Sidney  Kingsland 
Sunnyside  Elementary 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  5 

The  wind  sounds  like  a 
blizzard  at  the  beach  with 
hurricanes  twirling  left  and 
right,  dancing. 


Casey  Bruno 
Douglas  Gold  School 
Browning  -  Grade  5 

Black  Bear 

His  hair  is  as  black  as  coal  in  a  fire. 
His  eyes  are  as  brown  as  bark  on  a  tree. 
His  claws  are  as  sharp  as  razor  blades. 
His  legs  are  as  strong  as  machinery. 
He  is  as  big  as  a  mountain. 
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Are  you  the  yellow  anxiety  of  the  white  tailed  deer? 
Are  you  the  green  animosity  of  a  buffalo's  lips? 
Are  you  the  blue  exhilaration  of  the  Shoshone 

beaver? 

Are  you  the  red  sadness  of  Rosepark  eyes? 
Are  you  the  orange  happiness  of  the  Yellowstone 
antelope? 

Are  you  the  Rainbow  Road  of  colors? 
What  are  you? 


Luke  Styren 
Choteau  Elementary 
Choteau  •  Grade  4 

Brother 

Brother  I  remember  your  birth. 
I  remember  your  baby  baby  blue 
eyes. 

And  brother  it  seems 
I  only  have  a  memory. 
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Jason  Summers 
Laurel  High  School 
Laurel  •  Grade  12 

Ode  to  My  Watch 

Thank  you  watch  for  your  constant 
reminding  of  my  allegiance  to  my  great  Father 
Time. 

No  matter  how  hard  I  try,  1  cannot  escape 
my  father's  hands. 

He  always  stays  close  enough  so  I  can  hear 
the  tic  tic  tic  of  his  forever  beating  heart. 
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Kevin  Nickisch 
Choteau  Elementary 
Choteau  -  Grade  5 


Thinking 

Every  day  I  sit  in  school  thinking, 
thinking  about  the  weekend, 
thinking  about  where  I'm  going  to  go, 
what  I'm  going  to  do, 
and  how  boring  it  is 
being  cramped  up  in  school 
on  a  nice  hot  Spring  day. 
Thinking  about  how  many  days 
until  Summer. 
I  think  about  what  it's  going  to  be  like 
being  out  of  school, 
not  cramped  up, 
free  to  go  anywhere  I  please. 
Thinking... 
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Shawn  Smith 

Laurel  High  School 
Laurel -Grade  12 

Love  and  Hate 

I  never  knew  I  loved  to  run  against  the  grain  called  society 

I  never  knew  I  hated  being  pushed  to  do  something  I  didn't  want  to 

I  never  knew  I  loved  heights  even  though  I'm  scared  of  them 

I  never  knew  that  I  hated  to  be  trapped  in  a  place  I  didn't  want  to  be 

I  never  knew  I  loved  to  talk  and  have  fun 

I  never  knew  I  hated  two-faced  people 

I  never  knew  I  loved  the  game  of  golf  as  much  as  I  do 

I  never  knew  I  hated  my  car  so  much 

I  never  knew  I  loved  to  be  different 

I  never  knew  how  much  I  hated  trying  to  fit  in  with  the  crowd 

I  never  knew  how  much  I  love  to  run  free  from  rules 

but  make  new  ones  of  my  own 
I  never  knew  how  much  I  hated  being  treated  bad 
I  never  knew  how  much  I  loved  to  be  with  her 
I  never  knew  how  bad  I  hated  to  lose 
I  never  knew  how  much  I  loved  to  be  with  my  friends 
I  never  knew  how  much  I  hate  being  older  and  having  to  act  older 
I  never  knew  how  much  I  loved  to  hate,  or  was  it  hate  to 
love.. .no,  no,  it  was  I  never  knew 
how  much  I  loved  and  hated. 


"jjasminganster" 
Jasmin  Lawicki 

Billings  Senior  High 
Billings  ■  Grade  9 
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Kenny  Hoyt 

Douglas  Gold  School 
Browning  -  Grade  5 

The  Man 

This  man  looks 
like  a  shadow  man 
dancing  with  the  stars 
in  the  sky. 


Keith  Skunk  Cap 

Douglas  Gold  School 
Browning  -  Grade  5 

The  Man 

A  man  dancing 
in  the  sky 
dark  as  a 
black  blanket 
you  can  see 
his  heart 
his  heart  is 
as  red  as  a 
rose  star  that 
comes  shooting  down 
hitting  the  ground 
and  breaking  it. 


my  api 


Shon  M.  Norbeck 

Saco  High  School 
Saco- Grade  10 
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Scott  Proctor 
Laurel  High  School 
Laurel  -  Grade  12 


Things  I'll  Never  Know 


Stephanie  Hogan 
Hedges  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  5 


I'll  never  know  why  I'm  here 

I'll  never  taste  the  first  snowflake  that  ever  fell 

I'll  never  see  myself  in  the  mirror  with  my  eyes  closed 

I'll  never  see  the  smile  of  a  willow 

I'll  never  blow  seeds  of  a  dandelion  in  space 

I'll  never  see  the  bottom  of  both  my  shoes  when  I'm  standing  up 

I'll  never  be  sure  the  refrigerator 

light  shuts  off  when  the  door  closes 
I'll  never  imagine  infinity 
I'll  never  touch  a  star 

I'll  never  catch  all  the  raindrops  that  fall  from  a  storm 
But  most  of  all  are  all  the  things 
I'll  never  know  because  I  was  too 
afraid  to  ask. 
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Kelly  Pohl 

Bozeman  High  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  1 1 

Landfill  Christmas 


It  comes  dripping, 
you  fill  your  cup  from  it. 
The  foggy  glass,  it  is  from 
another  household's  steamy 
coffee, 

someone  else's  kitchen 

deep  with  the  hot  smell  of  java. 

I  imagine  a  woman  in  a  flowered 

apron,  washing  her  hands 

after  doing  dishes  and  she  subtly  discards 

the  coffee  maker, 

because  a  new  digital  deluxe  one 

is  under  the  x-mas  tree  for  her. 

So  that  is  how  I,  now, 

have  acquired  it — 

smooth  glass  fragile 

under  my  fingertips;  my  ring  taps  gently 
on  its  gritty  reflecting  surface. 


This  one  Christmas  present  brewing 
feelings  I  cannot  explain.  It  reeks 
anger,  self  pity, 

joy, 

The  Bittersweets  heating 
on  its  burner  so  much  that 
two  cups 
three  cups 
don't  measure  up. 


Jonathan  Gardner 

Helena  High  School 
Helena -Grade  10 
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Ruth  Austin 
Bozeman  High  School 
Bozeman  ■  Grade  1 1 

Desert  Battles 

A  screamed  challenge, 
nostrils  flaring, 
sagebrush  waiting. 
Pounding  hooves, 
dust  swirls  in  an  arid,  desert  land. 

The  stallions  rush  together, 
sweat  streams  down  hot  flanks. 
Rearing, 
tearing, 
snorting, 
the  battle  rages. 
A  final  scream,  the  battle  ends. 
The  loser  bares  his  teeth, 
wheels  around, 
gallops  away, 
dust  trailing  behind. 
The  victor  turns  to  his  band  of  mares, 
tired, 
ragged, 
victorious. 
Another  battle  won. 


Rachel  Bradley 

Joliet  High  School 
Joliet  -  Grade  12 
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Rachel  Wareham 

Lincoln  School 
Anaconda  -  Grade  3 


The  Crazy  Man  Out  In  the  Sea 

The  snakes  raising  from  the  sea, 
The  crazy  man  struggling  for  freedom, 
the  waves  casting  from  side  to  side, 
The  people  screaming  get  out  get  out 
get  out  of  the  sea. 

The  snakes  striking,  and  feasting  on  the 
crazy  man  out  in  the  sea  while  the 
crazy  man  is  screaming  for  freedom 
in  the  dark  dark  night. 


Western  Still  Life 
Kryston  Mengon 
*M  Whittier  Elementary 
1  Butte  -  Grade  6 


Matt  Stott 
Choteau  Elementary 
Choteau  •  Grade  5 

Roping 

I  put  on  my  gloves. 
Pull  the  cinch  tight, 
Fasten  the  throat-latch, 
Put  my  foot  in  the  stirrup, 
And  swing  up  on  my  horse. 
We're  on  the  chase. 
I  get  about  five  feet  from  the  calf  and  throw. 

My  aim  may  be  good. 
It  may  not. 
The  loop  reaches  the  calf. 
I  dally  the  rope, 
And  pull  the  calf  in. 
I  set  the  calf  on  my  horse's  neck 
and  head  for  the  corrals. 


Codi  Christophersen 
Flathead  High  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  12 
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Kim  Avenell 

Foreign  Exchange  Student  New  Zealand 
Laurel  High  School 
Laurel  -  Grade  12 

Ode  to  a  Bookmark 


Your  precise  behavior  marks  the  place 
Never  once  do  you  lose  direction. 

Never  once  do  you  become  disoriented 
Your  straight  edge  fits  perfectly  in  the  margin. 

Your  leather  smell  overcomes  the  smell  of  musty  pages. 
Never  once  does  the  leather  fade. 

Never  once  do  you  argue 

Always  there  to  remind  me  of  what  I  have  forgotten. 

You  are  my  leather  bookmark, 
You  are  one  with  my  chosen  novel. 

How  could  I  continue  without  you,  your  smell 
of  a  hardened  worker,  and  your  accuracy, 
Straight  as  a  laser  beam. 


Camille  Kirkaldie 

Dodson  High  School 
Dodson  •  Grade  1 1 
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Trevor  Stevens 
Laurel  High  School 
Laurel  •  Grade  12 

It's  October  30, 1992 

I'm  sitting  in  a  classroom 

in  Laurel  High  School. 

I  never  knew  I  liked 

Nazim  Hiknet  the  Turkish  poet 

He's  a  good  poet  but 

He's  not  as  good  as 

Omar  Khayyam 

who,  to  my  Western  eyes, 

is  from  the  same  land 

The  land  of  the  rising  sun 
The  East 

The  innocent  jewel  of  the  world 

I  never  knew  I  loved  the  East 
I  knew  that  Solomon  the  king 
is  dead 

But  so  is  Napolean 

I've  always  loved  the  great  crash 
of  the  Superman 

Thus  spoke  Zarathustra 
Thus  spoke  I 

I  didn't  know  I  loved 
that  which  the  world  hates 
Why  do  they  hate  it? 


Twisted  Sister" 
April  Larson 
Colstrip  High  School 
Colstrip  -  Grade  12 
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"Dying  Fantasies" 


Smantha  Graves 

Lincoln  School 
Anaconda  -  Grade  3 

I  Dream 

I  fly  on  a  horse. 

The  horse  flies  me  to  the  land  of  horses. 

My  favorite  horse  is  Flower. 

I  fly  in  the  sky  with  her. 

I  like  to  touch  the  clouds. 

I  like  to  dream  about  this  wonderful  place. 


Tashia  Gates 

Lincoln  School 
Anaconda  ■  Grade  3 

In  the  World  of  Magic 

In  the  world  of  magic  there  are  unicorns  and  rainbows, 
Pegasus  that  fly  with  the  moon  on  their  wings, 
Mysterious  animals  that  are  beyond  the  forests, 
Enchanted  castles  with  kings,  queens  and 
princes  and  princesses, 

Flowers  of  magical  colors  that  are  blooming  in  the 
warm  sun's  rays. 

This  is  the  most  magical  place  on  Earth. 
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Felica  Allen 

Choteau  Elementary 
Choteau  -  Grade  5 

I'm  Wondering 

In  the  museum 
I  wonder  about  the  headdress 
hanging  on  the  wall. 
I  wonder  what  tribe  it  came  from 
or  where  it  was  last  worn. 
It  has  feathers 
and  lots  of 
red,  blue,  and  yellow 
beads. 

Underneath  it's  made  of  buffalo  skin. 
I  wonder  if  someone 
danced  in  a  powpow  with  it. 
Or  if  someone  wore  it  every  day. 
I  wonder  about  the 
headdress  hanging  on  the  wall. 


Lucy  Hogan 

St.  Labre 

Ashland  -  Grade  9 


Abe  Bird  Rattler 

Douglas  Gold  School 
Browning  •  Grade  5 

Thunderbird 

I'm  smooth  as  a  rock 

and  pretty  as  a  bird. 

I  smell  like  mud  untouched. 

I  come  from  a  cave  in  northern  Alaska. 

I  make  storms. 

I  am  Thunderbird,  the  storm  maker. 


Chrystal  Talks  About 
Douglas  Gold  School 
Browning  -  Grade  5 

Indian  Dancing 

When  I  dress  up  I  look  like  a  princess. 
When  I  dance  it  feels  good. 
When  the  drum  beats  it  is  like  horses  running. 
When  we  sing  it  sounds  like  a  bird  singing. 
When  people  dance  it  makes  me  feel  good. 
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John  Spotted  Eagle 

Megan  L.  Lee 

Douglas  Gold  School 

Choteau  Elementary 

Browning  -  Grade  5 

Choteau  -  Grade  5 

The  Country 

Little  Things 

The  wind  is  calm.  It  is  like 

The  little  colt  trying 

a  seed  growing  in  the  earth. 

to  walk  on  its  wobbly 

The  hills  are  like  dinosaurs  that 

long  legs.  The  little 

have  just  laid  down  and  died. 

puppy  chasing  its  tail. 

The  grass  is  damp  like  the  morning 

The  little  kitten  rassling 

dew  upon  the  leaves. 

with  a  friend.  The  little 

This  is  the  country. 

calf  jumping  and  kicking. 

the  great  country. 

The  little  baby  bird 

trying  to  fly.  They  are  all 

the  little  things  that 

make  life  so  big. 

Justin  Jetter 

Monforton  School 

Michael  Girard  Bozeman  •  Grade  6 

CM.  Russell  High  School 
Great  Falls -Grade  10 


The  golden  rays  break  through  the  darkness, 

A  songbird  sings  you  awake, 

The  smell  of  fresh  coffee,  bacon  and  eggs, 

Dawn. 
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Notaja  Bear  Medicine 

Douglas  God  School 
Browning  -  Grade  5 


Folks 


Fat  folks,  thin  folks, 

Molly  playing  jump  rope. 

Tall  folks,  short  folks, 

Timmy  running  in  shorts. 

Round  folks,  square  folks, 

Kenny  playing  football.  A  m 

Old  folks,  young  folks,  W Sci  Mj 

family  walking  in  the  park. 
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Sara  Stallings 
Dwyer  Primary 
Anaconda  -  Grade  3 

Because  You  Love  Me 

Because  you  love  me, 
I  can  jump  to  the  sun. 
I  can  flow  with  the  wind. 
I  can  see  through  your  eyes. 
What  I  see  are  crystals. 
I  can  write  a  poem, 
squeezing  the  pencil  my  hand 
gets  sweaty. 

I  can  drink  a  glass  of  milk 
and  still  I  get  a  mustache. 


T.  J.  Vauthier 
Dwyer  Primary 
Anaconda  -  Grade  3 

Because  I  Love  You  I  Can 

Because  I  love  you  I  can  do  anything 

Because  I  love  you  I  can  do  everything. 

I  can  do  my  best  work. 

I  can  eat  a  whole  can  of  eggs. 

Because  I  love  you  I  can 

jump  off  the  highest  planet. 

I  can  run  through  fire  balls 

I  can  throw  the  fastest  rock. 

I  can  dig  the  deepest  hole. 


Kristina  Rogers 
Linderman  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  7 
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Contributors 


Name 


Grade 


Town 


Page 


Abbott,  Shelby  12  Great  Falls  11 

Acheson,  Erika  6  Gallatin  Gateway  72 

Aldrich,  Heather  3  East  Helena  34 

Allen,  Felica  5  Choteau  91 

Anderson,  Kayle  5  Sidney  67 

Armstrong,  Rachel  9  Laurel  77 

Arthur,  Sydney  6  Bozeman  27 

Austin,  Ruth  11  Bozeman  11,86 

Avenell,  Kim  12  Laurel  88 

Ballard,  Robin  10  Helena  3 

Barnes,  Carmen  10  Helena  68 

Barrett,  Emily  8  Bozeman  15 

Beadle,  Brooke  9  Saco  31 


Bear  Medicine,  Notaja . 

Beavers,  Justin  

Beddow,  Shannon  

Bengtson,  Suzanne  

Bennett,  Rachel  


 5  Browning  93 

 8  Bigfork  70 

 7  Billings  7 

 4  West  Glacier  40 

 2  Kalispell  76 

Benton,  Katheryne  12  Great  Falls  44 


Bessler,  Winnie  

Bird  Rattler,  Abe  

Bird,  Anna  

Blankenship,  Loni  

Blekestad,  Brandon  L  

Boston,  Sasha  

Bouldin,  Steven  

Bowcutt,  Jim  Lee  12 

Bradford,  Barb  11 


8  Great  Falls  23 

5  Browning  91 

5  Sidney  5 

8  Great  Falls  63 

5  Sidney  30 

8  Butte  53 

9  Three  Forks  47 

..  Kalispell  59 

,.  Kalispell  4 


Bradley,  Rachel  12  Joliet  86 

Bradshaw,  Randy  11  Great  Falls  44 

Brewington,  Travis  8  Shepherd  63 
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Bnggs,  Nikki  , 

 8.... 

T  T  1 

....Helena  

1  o 

 18 

Brown,  Josh   

 8.... 

....  Corvallis  

5 

Brownfield,  Dana 

 v.... 

....  Broadus  

 34 

Bruno,  Casey  

 5 .... 

....  Browning  

TO 

 7o 

Bryson,  Scott  B 

 9.... 

....Saco  

......  13 

Buckley,  Angela ... 

0 

  0  .... 

....  Fairview  

  ZD 

Bulic,  Ines  

 12.... 

i 

Burke,  Pat  

 12.... 

11 

Burns,  Patrick  

 11.... 

11 

 51 

Canada,  Rachel .... 

 5.... 

">(\ 

Castor,  Piper  

 7.... 

V   t         ]  (1  11  •  1  t  1  1  L  1 

Q 

Chalupova,  Petra 

 12.... 

nilrifnrH 

~\(\ 

Chan,  Anita  

 12.... 

V  1  tv\  TV^  o 

17 

Chapmon,  Mysti , 

 11.... 

....  oimms  

  J7 

Christophersen,  Codi  12 .... 

It  o  1 1  c nol  1 

87 

Clark,  Ben 

 3.... 

....  Kalispell  

/I  ? 

 4D 

Clark,  Julia  

 5.... 

f\  A  r>  \   a  r\r\ 

74 

Clark,  Matthew 

 3.... 

....Twin  Bridges  

(.1 

  0/ 

Collins,  Corrina  R 

 6.... 

Til  „ 

....  Helena  

 60 

Comos,  Jeremy 

 12.... 

....Great  Falls  

29 

Cox,  Amber  

 5.... 

  jO 

Cragwick,  Matthew  5 .... 

....Butte  

 09 

Cramer,  Ashley  ,,,, 

 2.... 

....  Lewistown  

40 

Crisafulli,  Amber , 

 7.... 

....Glendive  

61 

Dasso,  Amy  

 3.... 

....  Clancy  

2 

Davis,  Shana  

 4.... 

....Big  Sandy  

6 

Dayton,  Jonathan 

 7.... 

....Helena  

46 

Dechart,  Jessica ... 

 8.... 

....Eureka  

17 

Deering,  Paige  

 3.... 

....  Kalispell  

40 

Deininger,  Nicole 

 10.... 

....Helena  

61 

de Young,  Adam ... 

 10.... 

....  Kalispell  

15 
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Dore,  Brendon 

 5.... 

....  Bozeman  

69 

Dunning,  DarAnne  8 .... 

28 

Edelman,  Jim 

 12.... 

19 

Edwards,  Kate 

 4.... 

....Big  Sandy  

90 

Elmose,  Casey 

 10.... 

....  Inree  rorks  

48 

Emmons,  Emily ,,, 

 3.... 

....Clancy  

2 

Fetters,  Jenna  

 10.... 

....  Helena  

42 

Finley,  Bobbi  

 7.... 

19 

Focken,  Suzanne , 

 11.... 

....Simms  

21 

Foley,  Jesse  

 8.... 

....Columbia  Falls.. 

78 

Fortin,  Mike 

 10.... 

....  Colstrip  

12 

Gantt,  Peter  

 K.... 

....  Hamilton  

54 

Gardner,  Jonathan 

 10.... 

T  I    1  .  , 

....  Helena  

85 

Gates,  Tashia  

 3.... 

....Anaconda  

90 

Giddings,  Justin 

 3.... 

....  Clancy  

66 

Gillespie,  Lacy 

 4.... 

....  Sunburst  

14 

Girard,  Michael 

 10.... 

....Great  rails  

92 

Graves,  Smantha ,, 

 3.... 

....  Anaconda  

90 

Haeussler,  Beth 

 11.... 

19 

Hanson,  Sven  

 6.... 

Lfillitti*vr< 

72 

Hagen,  Heidi  

 8.... 

....  Columbia  Falls .. 

32 

Harmon,  Marlena 

 4.... 

....  Twin  Bridges  

48 

Hein,  Callie  

 6.... 

....Helena  

77 

Hilmer,  Claire  

 5.... 

....  Clancy  

50 

Hofeldt,  Amber 

 5.... 

....Chinook  

47 

Hogan,  Lucy  

 9.... 

....  Ashland  

91 

Hogan,  Stephanie 

 5.... 

....  Kalispell  

84 

Hoyt,  Kenny 

 5.... 

....  Browning  

83 

i                      Hubbard,  Anna  K. 

 2.... 

....  Helena  

62, 70 

Huseby,  Susan 

 8.... 

....Circle  

9 

Hutchison,  Craig 

 8.... 

....  Helena  

62 
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Hydo,  Wendy  

 11 .... 

....  Three  Forks  

68 

Iron,  Albert  

 11.... 

....Ashland  

39 

James,  Jayde  

 7.... 

....Eureka  

5 

Jappe,  Cameron  

 12.... 

....Big  Sandy  

16 

Jappe,  Susan  

 11.... 

....Big  Sandy  

22 

Jefferson,  Truman  

 12.... 

....Lodge  Grass  

39 

Jensen,  Joanna  

 4.... 

....Dagmar  

45 

Jetter,  Justin  

 6.... 

....Bozeman  

92 

Johnson,  Annie  

 8.... 

....  Helena  

12 

Justice,  Ricky  

 4.... 

....Medicine  Lake .... 

69 

Kahl,  Zach  

 5.... 

....Billings  

56 

Kalista,  Brett  

 5.... 

....Choteau  

76 

Kelley,  Julia  

 7.... 

....Great  Falls  

38 

Kieppen,  Chris  

 6.... 

....  Bozeman  

18 

Kingsland,  Sidney  

 5.... 

....  Great  Falls  

78 

Kirkaldie,  Camille  

 11.... 

....Dodson  

88 

Knickerbocker,  Brittany  

 5.... 

....Havre  

16 

Knudson,  JoEllen  

 11.... 

....Missoula  

31 

Kolve,  Neil  

 5.... 

....  Great  Falls  

35 

Krueger,  Zak  

 5.... 

....Billings  

38 

Kunder,  Karina  

 7.... 

....  Medicine  Lake .... 

58 

Kunder,  Rebekka  

 11.... 

....Medicine Lake  .... 

73 

Kusler,  Melissa  

 8.... 

....Butte  

80 

Lammers,  Emily  

 5.... 

....  Bozeman  

2 

Larson,  April  

 12.... 

....  Colstrip  

89 

Lawicki,  Jasmin  

 9.... 

....Billings  

82 

Leader,  Francesca  

 10.... 

....  Arlee  

61 

Lee,  Lexie  

 6.... 

....  Bozeman  

42 

Lee,  Megan  L  

 5.... 

....Choteau  

92 

Linstead,  Jeff  

 12.... 

....  Kalispell  

14 

Luinstra,  Christopher  John  ... 

 4.... 

....Choteau  

76 
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1? 

T  a\x/i  etrui/n 

7Q  I 

10 

f\fi 

IvltE/WCIl,  JxltlllC  .. 

1 

Rntta 

c 

IVlLruUUCII,  1111a... 

c 

Rnttp 

in 

Medsker,  Jeff  

-7 

  /  .... 

1 

Mengon,  Kryston . 

c 

  0.... 

....Butte  

 87  i 

Miller,  Eleanor  

 5 .... 

....  Helena  

 52 

Moreno,  Angelo ... 

 5 .... 

....Butte  

 8 

Morse,  Virginia ,,,, 

  7  .... 

....Livingston  

 93 

Mullins,  Troy  

0 

 0.... 

....  ureat  rails  

 32 

Munson,  Paul  

 3 .... 

....Anaconda  

 oO 

tot*   D  r\  7*1  n 

 j  .... 

kl 

Nicholson,  Chris ,. 

 12.... 

....  Helena  

29 

iNlLlMM.ll,  lYtv  111  ... 

81 

liUIUCLK,  OI1UI1  1V1 

in 

81 

iNuiuy,  run  cm  

7 

Pr\tr\m  ar* 

41 

yj  Dl  1  CI K  lVlaU  

1 1 

fifPilt  Fdlle 

15 

vJldUU,  CI  111  1N1LU1C 

f. 

16 

Onn  RriAnnp 

4 

Mpdicinp  1  ,ake 

46 

rdTKer,  jusun  r. .... 

7 

K  oil cnpl  1 

fn 

reiersoii,  iviegdii .. 

f. 

t-3  p  1  Pn  Q 

5n 

1                     Phipps,  Jenni 

 10.... 

....Rapelje  

64 

Pohl,  Kelly 

 11.... 

....Bozeman  

85 

Powers,  Marissa,,, 

 3.... 

....Butte  

40 

Proctor,  Scott 

 12.... 

....  Laurel  

84 

Ragbourn,  Zach 

 11.... 

....Missoula  

10 

Raymond,  Lana,,,, 

 4.... 

....  Bozeman  

49 

Rehaume,  Justin  , 

 7.... 

....St.  Ignatius  

1 

Renz,  Wynne  

 5.... 

....Missoula  

6 

Richardson,  Loren 

 8.... 

....Missoula  

5 

Rivinius,  Brandon 

 5.... 

....  Billings  

16 
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Robinson,  Ry  

 7.... 

....Fairview  

60  1 

Roedeske,  Randi  

 ....3.... 

....  Sidney  

16 

Rogers,  Kristina  

 7.... 

....  Kalispell  

94 

Roos,  Abigail  

 8.... 

....Helena  

26 

Rossi,  Lee  

 8.... 

....Columbia  Falls... 

28 

Ruggles,  Isaac  

 8.... 

....  Helena  

3 

Rupp,  Addie  

 2.... 

....  Butte  

.,  cover 

Sands,  Chelsey  

 4.... 

....Eureka  

50 

Schlosser,  Amanda  

 7.... 

....Billings  

56 

Schmidt  Sarah  Pauline 

..5.... 

.  Browning 

78 

Schmidt,  Thomas  

 7.... 

....Eureka  

43 

Schuld  Crvstal 

6 

Rillinps 

72 

Shupe,  Matt  

  1  .... 

....  Lewistown  

81 

Sidor  Emily 

2 

Great  Falls 

20 

Sims  Mitch 

4 

Billings 

10 

Sirokv  Vanessa 

10 

Lewistown 

21  i 

Skunk  Cap  Keith 

5 

Browning 

83  i 

Smith,  Elizabeth  

 9.... 

....  Twin  Bridges  

25 

Smith,  Sandra  

 8.... 

....  Shepherd  

24 

Smith,  Shawn  

 12.... 

....Laurel  

82 

Spotted  Eagle,  John  

 5.... 

....Browning  

92 

Spotted  Horse,  Mandale 

 8.... 

....  Lodge  Grass  

39 

Stallings,  Sara  

 3.... 

....  Anaconda  

94 

Steele,  Brian  

 4 .... 

c  ! 

  J 

Stevens,  Trevor  

 12.... 

....  Laurel  

89 

Steward,  Leslie  

 7.... 

....  Eureka  

30 

Stott,  Matt  

 5.... 

....  Choteau  

87 

Styren,  Luke  

 4.... 

....Choteau  

79 

Suit,  Darren  

 12.... 

....  Sidney  

24 

Summers,  Jason  

 12.... 

....  Laurel  

80 

Swanson,  Abby  

 3.... 

....  Corvallis  

13 
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Swaney  Brooke 

8 

Helena 

Sweet,  Abby  

3 

Sand  Coulee 

57  ' 

Talks  About ,  Crystal  

 5.... 

....  Browning  

91 

rp          n  A 

n 

 Zj 

Thackeray,  Susan  

 5.... 

....Chinook  

47 

Tnnrnp  Tqoati 

1 1 

7 

Ungricht,  Meika  

 12.... 

....Great  Falls  

19 

Vanness,  Brice  

 11.... 

....Big  Sandy  

61 

Vauthier,  T.  J  

 3.... 

....  Anaconda  

94 

Vick,  Tristan  

 8.... 

....Cut  Bank  

15 

Vogel,  Tom  

 8.... 

....  Kalispell  

22 

a 

rt/lipprtii  In 

on  - 

Wareham,  Rachel  

 3.... 

....  Anaconda  

87 

Watson,  Heather  

 11.... 

....  Helena  

23 

Watson  Sarah 

8 

Great  Falls 

58 

j                      Weldele,  Brett  

1  ^ 

 12.... 

....  Great  rails  

 55 

Wells  C  Charles 

12 

Kalisnell 

4 

Whiteley,  Scott 

.  .  7 

.  Laurel  . 

41 

Wiatr  Megan 

5 

Billings 

8 

Wicks,  Jared  

  1  .... 

....  Great  Falls  

43 

Wiederrich,  Christina  

  0  .... 

....  Saco  

Wittnam,  Jessica  

 5.... 

....Billings  

54 

Wolfe,  Gilbert  

 11.... 

....  Ashland  

9 

Wulf,  Rachel  

 7.... 

....  Helena  

14 

Yanker,  Alisa  

 5.... 

....Bozeman  

38 

Yerger,  Summer  

 12.... 

....  Laurel  

79 

Young,  Laurie  

 12.... 

....Helena  

75 

Zaspel,  Naomi  

 5.... 

....  Bozeman  

3 

Ziepler.  McKael  

 8  ... 

....  Helena  

 46 
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1996  INFORMATION  SHEET 

THE  CONCEPT 

SIGNATURES  FROM  BIG  SKY  seeks  to  nuture  a  community  of  young  Montana  artists  K-12 
and  provide  them  with  opportunities  to  both  strengthen  and  showcase  their  talents  of  art  and  writing. 
The  magazine  also  provides  a  tool  for  teachers  that  can  be  used  in  the  classroom,  emphasizing  the 
importance  of  the  arts  in  the  curriculum  and  lives  of  our  youth. 

THE  PROJECT 

SIGNATURES  FROM  BIG  SKY,  The  Montana  Student  Literary/Art  Magazine,  has  been 
published  since  1991  by  three  educator  groups  (AGATE,  MATELA,  and  MAEA).  In  1993,  the  Montana 
Arts  Council  added  writings  from  their  Artists-in-School/Communities  program.  It  is  published  annually 
in  the  spring  and  is  now  available  on  a  subscription  basis  to  districts  and  individuals  at  $5  a  copy,  20  for 
$75  or  30  for  $90. 

THE  ORGANIZATION 

Montana  Association  of  Gifted  and  Talented  Education  (AGATE),  Montana  Association  of 
Teachers  of  English  Language  Arts  (MATELA),  Montana  Art  Educators  Association  (MAEA),  and  the 
Montana  Arts  Council  (Artists-in-Schools/Communities)  join  in  this  effort  with  grants  having  come  from 
The  Montana  Committee  for  the  Humanities,  the  Montana  Arts  Council,  Montana  Power,  Art  Ortenberg 
foundation  (Liz  Claiborne),  Montana  Magazine,  Great  Falls  Reading  Council,  and  Art  Craft  Printers  of 
Billings.  Volunteer  educators,  students,  and  professionals  from  seven  areas  of  the  state  meet  to 
evaluate  and  select  the  submissions. 

SUBMISSION  OF  WORK 

We  wish  to  encourage  children  to  strive  for  a  product  that  is  good  enough  for  publication,  which 
takes  effort,  discipline  and  care.  We  encourage  teachers  to  work  with  their  students  in  this  effort.  _A 
declaration  of  originality  must  be  signed  by  the  student  writer/artist.  Written  work  should  be  typed; 
short  stories  limited  to  3  typed  pages.  Artwork  must  be  black  and  white,  clean  copy,  8  1/2x11. 
Reduction  should  be  made  before  sending  to  the  committee.  Copies  are  acceptable.  All  materials 
(EACH  PAGE)  must  be  labeled  with  the  artist/author's  name,  school,  school  street  address, 
town  and  zip,  teacher's  full  name,  and  the  artist/author's  grade  level.  If  you  wish  material 
returned,  include  a  SASE.  The  committees  will  try  to  write  a  note  of  encouragement/suggestion  on 
those  who  wish  returns. 

Submit  work  to  the  person  nearest  your  area  before  Feb.  1, 1996 


Billings: 

(Lit) 

Sherrie  Robertson 

1200  30th  St.  W 

Billings,  MT  59102 

(area) 

(Art) 

Kate  Morris 

115  Ave.  B 

Billings,  MT  59101 

Bozeman: 

(Lit) 

Jean  Britzmann 

P.O.  Box  881 

Manhattan,  MT  59741 

(Art) 

Diane  Carroll 

25  Hell's  Canyon 

Twin  Bridges,  MT  59754 

Glasgow: 

(Lit) 

Sam  Kitzenberg 

Glasgow  HS  Box  28 

Glasgow,  MT  59230 

(Art) 

Gisela  Schneider 

Box  246 

Colstrip,  MT  59323 

Great  Falls: 

(Lit) 

Randi  Graves 

136  Skyline  Dr.  NE 

Great  Falls,  MT  59404 

(Art) 

Terry  Thall 

G.F.  Schools  PO  Box  2429 

Great  Falls,  MT  59403 

Helena: 

(Lit) 

Dale  Waniata 

1015  Missoula  Ave. 

Helena,  MT  59601 

(Art) 

Gail  Graham 

7  David  Court 

Helena,  MT  59601 

Missoula: 

(Lit) 

Lorilee  Evans 

3100  South  Ave  W 

Missoula,  MT  59801 

(Art) 

Lavonne  Burgard 

483  1/2  5th  Ave.  East  N 

Kalispell,  MT  59901 

Poison: 

(Lit) 

Sarah  Reeve 

2563  Allison  Rd. 

St.  Ignatius,  MT  59865 

(Art) 

Jim  Nesladek 

1 1 1  4th  Ave.  E. 

Poison,  MT  59860 

Other  Questions: 

Jan  C.  Hahn  •  MT  OPI  •  Helena,  MT  59620  •  444-3714 

Shirley  M.  Olson  •  928  4th  Ave  •  Laurel,  MT  59044  •  628-7063 

Fran  Morrow  •  MT  Arts  Council  •  316  N  Park,  252  •  Helena,  MT  59620  •  444-6430 
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